•4 


Southern  Branch 
of  the 

University  of  California 

Los  Angeles 


Form  L-l 


3HO 
3}  "38 


This  book  is  DUE  on  the  last  date  stamded  below 


ROY  ; 


MlW  9 


Tublifhtd  Oct  ?z0  fi-flS  by  GultU  arutPtufes  Simad . 


THE 

WORKS 

O  F 

LAURENCE    STERNE. 

IN    TEN    VOLUMES    COMPLETE. 

CONTAINING, 

I.  THE  LIFE  AND  OPINIONS  OF  TRISTRAM 

SHANDY,  GENT. 

II.  A  SENTIMENTAL  JOURNEY  THROUGH 

FRANCE    AND    ITALY. 
III.  SERMONS.  IV.  LETTERS. 

WITH 

A   LIFE   OF   THE    AUTHOR* 
WRITTEN  BY  HIMSELF. 


VOLUME    THE    NINTH. 


LONDON: 

PRINTED  FOR  J.  JOHNSON,  G.  G.  AND  J.  ROBINSON, 
t.  BECKET,  R.  BALDWIN,  HOOKHAM  &  CO.  A.  STRAHAN, 
W.  LOWNDES,  G.  WILKIE,  OGILVY  &  SON,  J.  WALKER^ 
J.  STOCKDALE  ;  LACKINGTON,  ALLEN,  AND  CO. 
T.  N.  LONGMAN,  CADELL  AND  DAVIES,  J. 
R.  LEA,  MURRAY  &  HIGHLEY,  AND  J.  ANDERSON. 


3  1  10 

bs«- 

V.  9 

LETTERS 

OF    THE    JLATE 

LAURENCE     STERNE 

TO 
HIS  MOST  INTIMATE  FRIENDS. 


A  2 


TO 

DAVID    GARRICK,   Efq. 

TTTHEN  I  was  afked  to  whom  I 
fhould  dedicate  thefe  Volumes, 
I  carelefsly  anfwered,  To  no  one- 
Why  not  ?  (replied  the  perfon  who 
put  the  queftion  to  me.)  Becaufe 
moft  Dedications  look  like  begging 
a  protection  to  the  book.  Perhaps  a 
worfe  interpretation  may  be  given  to 
it.  No,  no  !  already  fo  much  ob- 
liged, I  cannot,  will  not,  put  another 
tax  upon  the  generofity  of  any  friend 
of  Mr.  Sterne's,  or  mine.  I  went 
home  to  my  lodgings,  and  gratitude 
warmed  my  heart  to  fuch  a  pitch, 
that  I  vowed  they  mould  be  dedi- 
cated to  the  man  my  father  fo  much 
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admired — who,  with  an  unprejudiced 
eye,  read,  and  approved  his  works, 
and  moreover  loved  the  man — 'Tis 
to  Mr.  Garrick  then,  that  I  dedicate 
thefe  Genuine  Letters. 

Can  I  forget  the  fweet  *  Epitaph 
which  proved  Mr.  Garrick's  friend- 
fhip,  and  opinion  of  him  ?  'Twas  a 
tribute  to  friendfhip — -and  as  a  tri- 
bute of  my  gratitude  I  dedicate  thefe 
Volumes  to  a  man  of  underftanding 
and  feeling — Receive  this,  as  it  is 
meant — May  you,  dear  Sir,  approve 


*  Shall  Prida  a  heap  of  fculptur'd  marble  raife, 
Some  worthlefs,  unmourn'd,  titled  fool  to  praife  ; 
And  fhall  we  not  by  one  poor  grave-ftone  learn 
Where  Genius,  Wit,  and  Humour,  fleep  with  Sterne? 

D.G. 

Mr.  Sterne  was  born  at  Clonmel,  in  Ireland, 
November  24,  1713;  and  died,  in  London, 
March  1 8,  1768. 
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of  thefe  Letters,  as  much  as  Mr. 
Sterne  admired  you — but  Mr.  Gar- 
rick,  with  all  his  urbanity,  can  never 
carry  the  point  half  fo  far,  for  Mr. 
Sterne  was  an  enthufiaft,  if  it  is 
poflible  to  be  one,  in  favour  of  Mr. 
Garrick. 

This  may  appear  a  very  fimple  De- 
dication, but  Mr.  Garrick  will  judge 
by  his  own  fenfibility,  that  I  can 
feel  more  than  I  can  exprefs,  and  I 
believe  he  will  give  me  credit  for  all 
my  grateful  acknowledgments. 

I  am,  with  every  fentiment  of  gra- 
titude and  efteem, 

DEAR     SIR, 
Your  obliged 

humble  Servant, 

LYDIA  STERNE  DE  MEDALLE. 
London, 
June,  1775. 
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PREFACE. 


-•N  publifhing  thefe   Letters  the   Editor 

•  does   but  comply  with   her   mother's 
requeft,  which  was,  that  if  any  Letters 
were  publifhed  under  Mr.  Sterne's  name, 
thofe     me    had    in    her    pofleflion    (as 
well    as   thofe  that  her   father's    friends 
would  be  kind  enough  to  fend  to  her) 
fhould    be    likewife   publifh'd — She    de- 
pends   much    on    the    candour    of    the 
Public   for   the   favourable    reception   of 

them, their    being    genuine  *,     fhe 

thinks,    and    hopes,    will    render    them 
not   unacceptable — She  has   already  ex- 

*  Befides  the  Letters  printed  by  Mrs.  Medalle, 
thofe  written  by  Mr.  Sterne    to  Eliza,  and  a  few 
others,  are  added  to  the  prefent  Edition. 
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perienced  much  benevolence  and  ge- 
nerofity  from  her  late  father's  friends 
— the  remembrance  of  which  will  ever 
warm  her  heart  with  gratitude  ! 


IN'   MEMORY    OF 

MR.      STERNE, 

AUTHOR    OF    THE 

SENTIMENTAL      JOURNEY. 

WITH  wit,  and  genuine  humour,  to  difpel, 
From  the  defponding  bofom,  gloomy  care, 
And  bid  the  gufhing  tear,  at  the  fad  tale 
Of  haplefs  love  or  filial  grief  to  flow 
From  the  full  fympathifing  heart,  were  thine  ; 
Thefe  powers,  O  STERNE  !    but  now  thy  fate  de- 
mands 

(No  plumage  nodding  o'er  the  emblazon'd  liearfe 
Proclaiming  honour  where  no  virtue  (hone) 
But  the  fad  tribute  of  a  heart-felt  figh : 
What  tho'  no  taper  caft  its  deadly  ray, 
Nor  the  full  choir  fing  requiems  o'er  thy  tomb, 
The  humbler  grief  of  friend/hip  is  not  mute  ; 
And  poor  Maria,  with  her  faithful  kid, 
Her  auburn  trefles  carelefsly  entwin'd 
With  olive  foliage,  at  the  clofe  of  day, 
Shall  chant  her  plaintive  vefpers  at  thy  grave- 
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Thy  fhadc  too,  gentle  Monk,  'mid  awful  night, 
Shall  pour  libations  from  its  friendly  eye  ; 
For  erft  his  fweet  benevolence  beftow'd 
Its  generous  pity,  and  bedew'd  with  tears 
The  fod,  which  refted  on  thy  aged  breafl. 


A 
CHARACTER  AND  EULOGIUM, 

O  F 

STERNE,  AND   HIS  WRITINGS; 

I  N     A 

FAMILIAR    EPISTLE    FROM    A    GENTLEMAN 
IN    IRELAND    TO    HIS    FRIEND. 

[Written  in  the  Year  1769.] 

TTTHAT  trifle  comes  next? — Spare  the  cenfure,. 

my  friend, 

This  letter's  no  more  from  beginning  to  end : 
Yet,  when  you  confider  (your  laughter,  pray  ftifle) 
The  advantage,  the  importance,  the  life  of  a  trifle — 
When   you   think  too  befide — and  there's  nothing- 
more  clear — 

That  pence  compofe  millions,  and  moments  the  ycai> 
You  furely  will  grant  me,  nor  think  that  I  jcft, 
That  life's  but  a  feries  of  trifles  at  beiL 

How  widely  digreffive  !  yet  could  I,  O  STERNE*,. 
Digrefs  with  thy  ikill,  with  thy  freedom  return  1 

*  The  late  reverend  Laurence  Sterne,   A.  M.  &c.  Author  o* 
'.hat   truly  original,  humorous,  heteroclite  work,   called,    The 
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The  vain  wlfli  I  reprefs — Poor  YORICK  !  no  more 
Shall  thy  mirth  and  thy  jefts  "  fet  the  table  on  a 

roar  ;" 

No  more  thy  fad  tale,  with  fimplicity  told, 
O'er  each  feeling  bread  its  ftrong  influence  hold, 

Life  and  Opinions  of  Tr'.flram  Shxndyt  of  a  Sentimental  Jour- 
ney through  France  and  Italy  (which,  alas  !  he  di'd  not  live  to 
fi  ,i:li),  and  of  Time  volumes  of  Sermors.  Of  his  /kill  in  de- 
lineating and  fupporting  his  characters,  thole  of  the  father  of 
his  hero,  of  his  uncle  Toby,  and  of  corporal  Trim  (out  of  num- 
b^riefs  others),  afford  ample  proof :  To  his  power  in  the  pathe. 
lie,  whoever  /hall  re»J  the  flories  of  Li  Fevrt,  Maria,  th: 
Monk,  and  ll:e  Dead  Af:t  mult,  if  he  has' feelings,  bear  furH- 
cient  teftimony  ;  and  his  Semons  throughout  (though  fome- 
times,  perhaps,  chargeable  with  a  levity  not  entirely  becoming 
the  pu'pit)  breathe  the  kindeft  fpitit  of  P liilanthrcpy ,  of  good- 
•K'lll  towards  man.  For  the  few  exceptional  parts  of  his  works, 
thofe  fmall  blemifhes 

Qvas  aut  incuria  fufit 
Aut  Jiumana  farum  cai:'it  nature— 
fuffer  them,  kind  critic,  to  reft  wiih  his  afh;s  ! 

The  above  eulogium  will,  I  doubt  not,  appear  to  you  (and 
perhaps  allb  to  many  others)  much  too  high  for  the  literary 
chjracler  of  STERNE  j  I  have  not  at  prefent  either  leifu-e  or 
inclination  to  enter  into  argument  upon  the  queflisn  ;  but,  in 
truth,  I  confider  myfelf  as  largely  his  debtor  for  the  tears  and 
the  laughter  he  fo  frequently  excited,  and  was  defiroas  to  leave 
behind  me  (for  fo  long  at  leaft  as  this  trifle  fhall  remain)  fome 
fmall  memorial  of  my  gratitude  :  I  will  even  add,  that,  al- 
though I  regard  the  memory  of  Shaktfpeare  with  a  veneration 
little  fliort  of  idolatry,  I  efteem  the  Monk^s  horn-box  a  relick 
««  as  devoutly  to  be  wifhed,"  as  a  pipe-ftoppcr,  a  walking- (tick, 
or  even  an  ink-lbnd  of  the  tnulbtrry -tree. 
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From  the  wife  and  the  brave  call  forth  fympathy's 

figh, 

Or  fwell  with  fweet  anguifh  humanity's  eye  : 
Here  and  there  in  a  page  if  a  blemifh  appear, 
(And  what  page,  or  what  life,  from  a  blemifh  is 

clear  ?) 

TRIM  and  TOBY  with  foft  interceffion  attend  ; 
LE  FEVRE  intreats  you  to  pardon  his  friend  ; 
MARIA  too  pleads  for  her  fav'rite  diflrefs'd, 
As  you  feel  for  her  forrows,  O  grant  her  requefl ! 
Should  thefe  advocates  fail,  I've  another  to  call, 
One  tear  of  his  MON  it  mail  obliterate  all. 
Favour'd  pupil  of  Nature  and  Fancy,  of  yore, 
Whom  from  Humour's  embrace  fweet  Philanthropy 

bore, 
While  the  Graces  and  Loves  fcatter  flowers  on  thy 

urn, 

And  Wit  weeps  the  bloflbm  too  haftily  torn  ; 
This  meed  too,  kind  Spirit,  unoffended  receive 
From  a  youth  next  to  SHAKESPEARE'S  who  honours 

thy.  grave ! 
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LETTER     I*. 

TO    MISS    L 

•T7 E s !  I  will  (leal  from  the  world,  and 
*  not  a  babbling  tongue  mall  tell 
where  I  am — Echo  mail  not  fo  much  as 
whifper  my  hiding-place  —  fuffer  thy 
imagination  to  paint  it  as  a  little  fun- 
gilt  cottage,  on  the  fide  of  a  romantic 
hill — doft  thou  think  I  will  leave  love 
and  friendfliip  behind  me  ?  No !  they 
mall  be  my  companions  in  folitude,  for 
they  will  fit  down  and  rife  up  with  me  in 
the  amiable  form  of  my  L. — We  will  be 

*  This  and  the  three  fubfequent  Letters  were 
written  by  Mr.  Sterne  to  his  wife,  while  (he  refided 
in  StaffoTdlhire,  before  their  marriage. 

you ix.  B 
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as  merry  and  as  innocent  as  our  firft  pa- 
rents in  Paradife,  before  the  arch  fiend: 
entered  that  undefcribable  fcene. 

The  kindeft  affections  will  have  room 
to  Ihoot  and  expand  in  our  retirement, 
and  produce  fuch  fruit  as  madnefs,  and 
envy,  and  ambition  have  always  killed 
in  the  bud. — Let  the  human  tempeft 
and  hurricane  rage  at  a  diflance,  the  de- 
folation  is  beyond  the  horizon  of  peace. 
— My  L.  has  feen  a  Polyanthus  blow  in 
December — fome  friendly  wall  has  fhel- 
tered  it  from  the  biting  wind. — No  pla- 
netary influence  mail  reach  us,  but  that 
which  prefides  and  cherimes  the  fweetefl 
flowers. — GOD  preferve  us  !  how  delight- 
ful  this  profpect  in  idea  !  We  will  build 
and  we  will  plant,  in  our  own  way— 
fimplicity  mall  not  be  tortured  by  art—- 
we will  learn  of  nature  how  to  live — me 
fhall  be  our  alchymift,  to  mingle  all  the 
good  of  life  into  one  falubrious  draught. 
— The  gloomy  family  of  care  and  dif- 
truft  mail  be  banifhed  from  our  dwelling, 
guarded  by  thy  kind  and  tutelar  deity — 
we  will  fmg  our  choral  fongs  of  gra- 
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titude,    and   rejoice   to  the  end   of  our 
pilgrimage. 

Adieu,  my  L.      Return  to  one  who 
languifhes  for  thy  fociety. 

.L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    II. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

u   bid   me   tell   you,   my  dear   L., 
how    I   bore    your    departure    for 

S ,    and   whether    the    valley  where 

D'Eftella  (lands,  retains  ftill  its  looks — 
or,  if  I  think  the  rofes  or  jeflamines 
fmell  as  fweet,  as  when  you  left  it — 
Alas !  every  thing  has  now  loft  its  relifh 
and  look  !  The  hour  you  left  D'Eftella, 
I  took  to  my  bed. — I  was  worn  out  with 
fevers  of  all  kinds,  but  moft  by  that  fe- 
ver of  the  heart  with  which  thou  knoweft 
well  I  have  been  wafting  thefe  two  years 
—and  mail  continue  wafting  till  you 

quit    S .        The    good    Mifs  S , 

from    the    forebodings    of    the    beft    of 
B  2 
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hearts,  thinking  I  was  ill,  infifted  upon 
my  going  to  her. — What  can  be  the 
caufe,  my  dear  L.,  that  I  never  have 
been  able  to  fee  the  face  of  this  mutual 
friend,  but  I  feel  myfelf  rent  to  pieces  ? 
She  made  me  flay  an  hour  with  her,  and 
in  that  fhort  fpace  I  burft  into  tears  a 
dozen  different  times — and  in  fuch  affec- 
tionate gufts  of  paffion,  that  me  was 
conftrained  to  leave  the  room,  and  fym- 
pathize  in  her  dreffing-room — I  have 
been  weeping  for  you  both,  faid  me, 
in  a  tone  of  the  fweeteft  pity — for  poor 
L.'s  heart,  I  have  long  known  it — her 
anguifh  is  as  fharp  as  yours — her  heart  as 
tender— her  conftancy  as  great — her  vir- 
tues as  heroic — Heaven  brought  you  not 
together  to  be  tormented.  I  could  only 
anfwer  her  with  a  kind  look,  and  a 
heavy  figh — and  returned  home  to  your 
lodgings  (which  I  have  hired  till  your 
return)  to  refign  myfelf  to  mifery — 
Fanny  had  prepared  me  a  fupper — me  is 
all  attention  to  me — but  I  fat  over  it 
with  tears ;  a  bitter  fauce,  my  L.,  but  I 
could  eat  it  with  no  other — for  the  mo* 
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ment  me  began  to  fpread  my  little  table, 
my  heart  fainted  within  me. — One  foli- 
tary  plate,  one  knife,  one  fork,  one 
glafs! — I  gave  a  thoufand  penfive,  pe- 
netrating looks  at  the  chair  thou  hadft 
fo  often  graced,  in  thofe  quiet  and  fenti- 
mental  repafts — then  laid  down  my  knife 
and  fork,  and  took  out  my  handkerchief, 
and  clapped  it  acrofs  my  face,  and  wept 
like  a  child. — I  do  fo  this  very  moment, 
my  L. ;  for,  as  I  take  up  my  pen,  my 
poor  pulfe  quickens,  my  pale  face  glows, 
and  tears  are  trickling  down  upon  the 
paper,  as  I  trace  the  word  L— .  O 
thou !  blefled  in  thyfelf,  and  in  thy  vir- 
tues— blefled  to  all  that  know  thee — to 
me  moft  fo,  becaufe  more  do  I  know  of 
thee  than  all  thy  fex. — This  is  the  phil- 
tre, my  L.,  by  which  thou  haft  charmed 
me,  and  by  which  thou  wilt  hold  me 
thine,  whilft  virtue  and  faith  hold  this 
world  together. — This,  my  friend,  is  the 
plain  and  fimple  magic,  by  which  I  told 

Mifs  I  have  won  a  place  in  that 

heart  of  thine,  on  which  I  depend  fo  fa- 
B3 
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tisfied,  that  time,  or  diftance,  or  change 
of  every  thing  which  might  alarm  the 
hearts  of  little  men,  create  no  uneafy 
fufpence  in  mine  —Waft  thou  to  flay  in 
S—  thefe  feven  years,  thy  friend, 
though  he  would  grieve,  fcorns  to  doubt, 
or  to  be  doubted — 'tis  the  only  exception 
where  fecurity  is  not  the  parent  of  dan- 
ger.— I  told  you  poor  Fanny  was  all  at- 
tention to  me  fince  your  departure — 
contrives  every  day  bringing  in  the  name 
of  L.  She  told  me  laft  night  (upon 
giving  me  fome  hartfhorn),  me  had  ob- 
ferved  my  illnefs  began  the  very  day  of 

your   departure   for  S ;    that  I  had 

never  held  up  my  head,  had  feldom,  or 
fcarce  ever,  fmiled,  had  fled  from  all 
fociety— that  me  verily  believed  I  was 
broken-hearted,  for  fhe  had  never  entered 
the  room,  or  pafled  by  the  door,  but 
fhe  heard  me  figh  heavily— that  I  neither 
eat,  or  flept,  or  took  pleafure  in  any 
thing  as  before  ; — judge  then,  my  L., 
can  the  valley  look  fo  well — or  the  rofes 
and  jeflamines  fmell  fo  fweet  as  hereto- 
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fore?     Ah   me!— but  adieu—the  vefper 
bell  calls  me  from  thee  to  my  GOD  ! 

L.  STERNE* 
LETTER    III. 

TO   THE  SAME. 

BEFORE  now    my  L.  has    lodged  an 
indictment   againft   me  in   the  high 
court  of   Friendmip — I   plead   guilty   to 
the   charge,    and  intirely  fubmit   to  the 
mercy   of    that    amiable    tribunal.— Let 
this   mitigate   my  punimment,   if  it  will 
not    expiate    my   tranfgreffion — do    not 
fay  that  I  mail  offend  again  in  the  fame 
manner,  though  a  too  eafy  pardon  fome- 
times  occafions  a  repetition  of  the  fame 
fault. — A  Mifer  fays,    though  I   do   no 
good   with    my  money  to-day,    to-mor- 
row mail  be  marked  with  fome  deed  of 
beneficence.  —  The    Libertine    fays,     let 
me   enjoy   this   week  in   forbidden    and 
luxurious  pleafures,  and  the  next  I  will 
dedicate    to   ferious  thought  and  reflec- 
tion.— The  Gamefter  fays,  let  me  have 
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one  more  chance  with  the  dice,  and  I 
will  never  touch  them  more.— The  Knave 
of  every  profefiion  wiflies  to  obtain  but 
independency,  and  he  will  become  an 
honeft  man. — The  Female  Coquette  tri- 
umphs in  tormenting  her  inamorato,  for 
fear,  after  marriage,  he  mould  not  pity 
her. 

The  apparition  of  the  fifth  inftant 
(for  letters  may  almoft  be  called  fo) 
proved  more  welcome  as  I  did  not  ex- 
peel:  it.  Oh !  my  L ,  thou  art  kind 

indeed  to  make  an  apology  for  me,  and 
thou  never  wilt  afluredly  repent  of  one 
act  of  kindnefs — for  being  thy  debtor, 
I  will  pay  thee  with  intereft. — Why  does 
my  L.  complain  of  the  defertion  of 
friends  ? — Where  does  the  human  be- 
ing live  that  will  not  join  in  this  com- 
plaint?— It  is  a  common  obfervation, 
and  perhaps  too  true,  that  married  peo- 
ple feldom  extend  their  regards  beyond 
their  own  fire-fide. — There  is  fuch  a 
thing  as  parfimony  in  efteem,  as  well  as 
money — yet  as  one  cofts  nothing,  it 
might  be  bellowed  with  more  liberality. 
—We  cannot  gather  grapes  from  thorns, 
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fo  we  muft  not  expect  kind  attachments 
from  perfons  who  are  wholly  folded  up 
in  felfifli  fchemes.  I  do  not  know  whe- 
ther I  moft  defpife,  or  pity  fuch  charac- 
ters —  nature  never  made  an  unkind 
creature  —  ill  ufage,  and  bad  habits, 
have  deformed  a  fair  and  lovely  cre- 
ation. 

My  L. ! — thou  art  furrounded  by  all 
the  melancholy  gloom  of  winter ;  wert 
thou  alone,  the  retirement  would  be 
agreeable.  —  Difappointed  ambition 
might  envy  fuch  a  retreat,  and  difap- 
pointed  love  would  feek  it  out. — Crowd- 
ed towns,  and  bufy  focieties,  may  de- 
light the  unthinking  and  the  gay — but 
folitude  is  the  beft  nurfe  of  wifdom. — 
Methinks  I  fee  my  contemplative  girl 
now  in  the  garden,  watching  the  gra- 
dual approaches  of  fpring. — Doft  not 
thou  mark  with  delight  the  firft  vernal 
buds  ?  the  mow-drop,  and  primrofe, 
thefe  early  and  welcome  vifitors,  fpring 
beneath  thy  feet.— Flora  and  Pomona 
already  confider  thee  as  their  handmaid  ; 
and  in  a  little  time  will  load  thee  with 
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their  fweeteft  bleffing.— The  feathered 
race  are  all  thy  own,  and  with  them,  un- 
taught harmony  will  foon  begin  to  cheer 
thy  morning  and  evening  walks. — Sweet 
as  this  may  be,  return — return— the 
birds  of  Yorkshire  will  tune  their  pipes, 
and  fmg  as  melodioufly  as  thofe  of  Staf- 
fordmire. 

Adieu,  my  beloved  L.  thine  too  much 
for  my  peace. 

L.  STERNE. 
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TO    THE    SAME. 

HAVE  offended  her  whom  I  fo  ten- 
derly love ! — what  could  tempt  me  to 
it !  but  if  a  beggar  was  to  knock  at  thy 
gate,  would  thou  not  open  the  door  and 
be  melted  with  compaffion  ? — I  know 
thou  wouldft,  for  Pity  has  creeled  a 
temple  in  thy  bofom. — Sweeteft,  and 
beft  of  all  human  paffions !  let  thy  web 
of  tendernefs  cover  the  penfive  form  of 
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afflicYion,  and  foften  the  darkefl  (hades 
of  mifery  !  I  have  re-confidered  this 
apology,  and,  alas  !  what  will  it  accom- 
plifli  ?  Arguments,  however  finely  fpun, 
can  never  change  the  nature  of  things- 
very  true — fo  a  truce  with  them. 

I  have  loft  a  very  valuable  friend  by 
a  fad  aceident,  and  what  is  worfe,  he 
has  left  a  widow  and  five  young  children 
to  lament  this  fudden  flroke. — If  real 
ufefulnefs  and  integrity  of  heart  could 
have  fecured  him  from  this,  his  friends 
would  not  now  be  mourning  his  un- 
timely fate — Thefe  dark  and  feemingly 
cruel  difpenfations  of  Providence,  often 
make  the  beft  of  human  hearts  com- 
plain.—Who  can  paint  the  diftrefs  of 
an  affecTionate  mother,  made  a  widow 
in  a  moment,  weeping  in  bitternefs  over 
a  numerous,  helplefs,  and  fatherlefs  off- 
fpring!  — GOD!  thefe  are  thy  chafHfe- 
ments,  and  require  (hard  talk !)  a  pious 
acquiefcence. 

Forgive  me  this  digreffion,  and  allow 
.me  to  drop  a  tear  over  a  departed  friend  ; 
and,  what  is  more  excellent,  an  honeft 
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man.  My  L. !  thou  wilt  feel  all  that 
kindnefs  can  infpire  in  the  death  of  — - 
The  event  was  fudden,  and  thy  gentle 
fpirit  would  be  more  alarmed  on  that 
account.— But,  my  L.,  thou  haft  lefs  to 
lament,  as  old  age  was  creeping  on, 
and  her  period  of  doing  good,  and  be- 
ing ufeful,  was  nearly  over.— At  fixty 
years  of  age  the  tenement  gets  faft  out 
of  repair,  and  the  lodger  with  anxiety 
thinks  of  a  difcharge. — In  fuch  a  fitu- 
ation  the  poet  might  well  fay, 

"  The  foul  uneafy,  &c." 
My  L.  talks  of  leaving  the  country 
—may  a  kind  angel  guide  thy  fteps  hi- 
ther!— Solitude  at  length  grows  tire- 
fome. — Thou  fayeft  thou  wilt  quit  the 
place  with  regret — I  think  fo  too.— 
Does  not  fomething  uneafy  mingle  with 
the  very  reflection  of  leaving  it  ? — It  is 
like  parting  with  an  old  friend,  whofe 
temper  and  company  one  has  long  been 
acquainted  with. — I  think  I  fee  you 
looking  twenty  times  a  day  at  the  houfe 
— almoft  counting  every  brick  and  pane 
of  glafs,  and  telling  them  at  the  fame 
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time  with  a  figh,  you  are  going  to  leave 
them. — Oh  happy  modification  of  mat- 
ter! they  will  remain  infenfible  of  thy 
lofs. — But  how  wilt  thou  be  able  to 
part  with  thy  garden  ? — The  recolle&ion 
of  fo  many  pleafmg  walks  muft  have 
endeared  it  to  you.  The  trees,  the 
fhrubs,  the  flowers,  which  thou  reared 
with  thy  own  hands — will  they  not 
droop  and  fade  away  fooner  upon  thy 
departure? — Who  will  be  the  fuccefibr 
to  nurfe  them  in  thy  abfence? — Thou 
wilt  leave  thy  name  upon  the  myrtle- 
tree. — If  trees,  and  fhrubs,  and  flow- 
ers, could  compofe  an  elegy,  I  Ihould 
expect  a  very  plaintive  one  upon  this  fub- 
jefl.  _ 

Adieu,  adieu!    Believe  me  ever,   ever 
thine, 

JL.  STERN£. 
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LETTER    V. 

TO    MRS.  F . 

York,  Tuefday,  Nov.  19,  1759. 

DIAR.    MADAM, 

UR  kind  enquiries  after  my  health, 
deferve  my  beft  thanks. —  What 
can  give  one  more  pleafure  than  the 
good  wifhes  of  thofe  we  value? — I  am 
forry  you  give  fo  bad  an  account  of 
your  own  health,  but  hope  you  will 
find  benefit  from  tar-water— it  has  been 
of  infinite  fervice  to  me. — I  fuppofe,  my 
good  lady,  by  what  you  fay  in  your  let- 
ter, "  that  I  am  bufy  writing  an  extra- 
ordinary  book,"  that  your  intelligence 
comes  from  York — the  fountain-head  of 
all  chit-chat  news — and — no  matter. — • 
Now  for  your  defire  of  knowing  the 
reafon  of  my  turning  author  ?  why  truly 
I  am  tired  of  employing  my  brains  for 
other  people's  advantage. — JTis  a  fool- 
ifli  facrifice  I  have  made  for  fome  years 
to  an  ungrateful  perfon. — I  depend  much 


LETTERS.  15 

upon  the  candour  of  the  publick,  but 
I  (hall  not  pick  out  a  jury  to  try  the 
merit  of  my  book  amongfl  ******* *^ 
and — till  you  read  my  Triftram,  do  not, 
like  fome  people,  condemn  it. — Laugh 
I  am  fure  you  will  at  fome  paflages. — 
J  have  hired  a  fmall  houfe  in  the  Min« 
fter  Yard  for  my  wife  and  daughter — 
the  latter  is  to  begin  dancing,  &c.  if  I 
cannot  leave  her  a  fortune,  I  will  at  leaft 

give    her     an    education. As  I   fhall 

publiih  my  works  very  foon,  I  (hall  be 
in  town  by  March,  and  mail  have  the 

pleafure   of    meeting   with    you. AH 

your  friends  are  well,  and  ever  hold  you 
in  the  fame  eftimation  that  your  fincere 
friend  does. 

Adieu,  dear  lady,  believe  me,  with 
every  wifh  for  your  happinefs,  your  moil 
faithful,  &c. 

LAURENCE    STERNE. 
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LETTER    VI. 

'  TO   DR.  ******. 

DEAR    SIR,  Jan.  30,  1760. 

J~\E  mortuis  nil  ntfi  bonum,  is  a 
maxim  which  you  have  fo  often 
of  late  urged  in  converfation,  and  in 
your  letters  (but  in  your  laft  efpeci- 
ally),  with  fuch  ferioufnefs,  and  feverity 
againft  me,  as  the  fuppofed  tranfgreffbr 
of  the  rule ; — that  you  have  made  me 
at  length .  as  ferious  and  fevere  as  your- 
felf: — but  that  the  humours  you  have 
ftirred  up  might  not  work  too  potently 
within  me,  I  have  waited  four  days  to 
cool  myfelf,  before  I  would  fet  pen  to 
paper  to  anfwer  you,  "  de  mortuis  nil 
nifi  bomun."  I  declare  I  have  confider- 
€d  the  wifdom  and  foundation  of  it 
over  and  over  again,  as  difpaffionately 
and  charitably  as  a  good  Chriflian  can, 
and,  after  all,  I  can  find  nothing  in  it, 
or  make  more  of  it,  than  a  nonfenfical 
lullaby  of  fome  nurfe,  put  into  Latin 
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by  fome  pedant,  to  be  chanted  by  fome 
hypocrite  to  the  end  of  the  world,  for 
the  confolation  of  departing  lechers. — 
'Tis,  I  own,  Latin ;  and  I  think  that  is 
all  the  weight  it  has — for,  in  plain  Eng- 
lifh,  'tis  a  loofe  and  futile  pofition  be- 
low a  difpute — "  you  are  not  to  fpeak  any 
thing  of  the  dead  but  what  is  good.'1 
Why  fo  ? — Who  fays  fo  ? — neither  rea- 
fon  nor  fcripture.— -Infpired  authors  have 
done  otherwife— —and  reafon  and  com- 
mon fenfe  tell  me,  that  if  the  charac- 
ters of  paft  ages  and  men  are  to  be 
drawn  at  all,  they  are  to  be  drawn  like 
themfelves ;  that  is,  with  their  excellen- 
cies, and  with  their  foibles — and  it  is 
as  much  a  piece  of  juftice  to  the  world, 
and  to  virtue  too,  to  do  the  one,  as  the 
other. — The  ruling  pafllon,  et  les  egare- 
mem  du  cceur>  are  the  very  things  which 
mark  and  diftinguifh  a  man's  charac- 
ter ; — in  which  I  would  as  foon  leave 
out  a  man's  head  as  his  hobby-horfe. — 
However,  if  like  the  poor  devil  of  a 
painter,  we  muft  conform  to  this  pious 
canon,  de  mortuis,  &c.  which  I  own  has 
VO.L.  ix.  c 
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a  fpice  of  piety  in  the  found  of  it,  and 
be  obliged  to  paint  both  our  angels  and 
our  devils  out  of  the  fame  pot — I  then 
infer  that  our  Sydenhams,  and  Sangra- 
dos,  our  Lucretias,  and  Meflalinas,  our 
Sommers,  and  our  Bolingbrokes — are 
alike  entitled  to  ftatues,  and  all  the  hif- 
torians  or  fatirifts  who  have  faid  other- 
wife  fince  they  departed  this  life,  from 

Salluft    to  S e,    are    guilty    of    the 

crimes  you  charge  me  with,  "  cowardice 
and  injuftice." 

But  why  cowardice  ?  "  becaufe  'tis 
not  courage  to  attack  a  dead  man  who 
can't  defend  himfelf." — But  why  do  you 
doctors  of  the  faculty  attack  fuch  a  one 
•with  your  ineifion  knife  ?  Oh  !  for  the 
good  of  the  living. — 'Tis  my  plea. — 
But  I  have  fomethmg  more  to  fay  in  my 
behalf — and  it  is  this — I  am  not  guilty 
of  the  charge — tho*  defenfible.  I  have 
not  cut  up  Do&or  Kunaftrokius  at  all 
— I  have  juft  fcratchM  him — and  that 
fcarce  {kin  deep. — I  do  him  firft  all  ho- 
nour— fpeak  of  Kunaftrokius  as  a  great 
man— (be  he  whom  he  will)  and  then 
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mofl  diftantly  hint  at  a  drole  foible  in 
his  character — and  that  not  firft  reported 
(to  the  few  who  can  even  under  ftand  the 
hint)  by  me— but  known  before  by 
every  chamber-maid  and  footman  with- 
in the  bills  of  mortality — but  Kunaftro- 
kius,  you  fay,  was  a  great  man — 'tis 
that  very  circumftance  which  makes 
the  pleafantry — for  I  could  name  at  this 
inflant  a  fcore  of  honeft  gentlemen  who 
might  have  done  the  very  thing  which 
Kunaftrokius  did,  and  feen  no  joke  in  it 
at  all — as  to  the  failing  of  Kunaftrokius, 
which  you  fay  can  only  be  imputed  to 
his  friends  as  a  misfortune — I  fee  no- 
thing like  a  misfortune  in  it  to  any 
friend  or  relation  of  Kunaftrokius — that 
Kunaftrokius  upon  occafions  mould  fit 
with  **#  *«**  and  *******  J 
have  put  thefe  ftars  not  to  hurt  your  wor- 
jhifs  delicacy — If  Kunaftrokius  after  all 
is  too  facred  a  character  to  be  even 
fmiled  at  (which  is  all  I  have  done),  he 
has  had  better  luck  than  his  betters :  In 
the  fame  page  (without  imputation  of 

C  2 
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cowardice)  I  have  faid  as  much  of  a 
man  of  twice  his  wifdom — and  that  is 
Solomon,  6f  whom  I  have  made  the 
fame  remark,  "  That  they  were  both 
great  men — and  like  all  mortal  men  had 
each  their  ruling  paflion." 

The  confoladon  you  give  me, 
"  That  my  book,  however,  will  be  read 
enough  to  anfwer  my  defign  of  raifmg 
a  tax  upon  the  public" — is  very  uncon- 
folatory — to  fay  nothing  how  very  mor- 
tifying !  by  h n !  an  author  is  worfe 

treated  than  a  common  *****  at  this 
rate—"  TCou  ^uill  get  a  penny  by  your  Jins9 
and  that's  enough" — Upon  this  chapter  let 
me  comment. — That  I  propofed  laying 
the  world  under  contribution  when  I  fet 
pen  to  paper, — is  what  I  own,  and  I  fup- 
pofe  I  may  be  allow'd  to  have  that  view 
in  my  head  in  common  with  every  other 
writer,  to  make  my  labour  of  advantage 
to  myfelf. 

Do  you  not  do  the  fame  ?  but  I  beg  I 
may  add,  that  whatever  views  I  had  of 
that  kind,  I  had  other  views — the  firft  of 
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which  was,  the  hopes  of  doing  the  world 
good,  by  ridiculing  what  I  thought  de- 
ferving  of  it — or  of  diflervice  to  found 
learning,  &c. — how  I  have  fucceeded, 
my  book  mud  mew — and  this  I  leave  en- 
tirely to  the  world — but  not  to  that  little 
world  of  your  acquaintance^  whofe  opinion 
and  fentiments  you  call  the  general  opi* 
nion  of  the  beft  judges  without  exception^ 
who  all  affirm  (you  fay)  that  my  book 
cannot  be  put  into  the  hands  of  any  wo- 
man of  character.  (I  hope  you  except 
widows,  doctor — for  they  are  not  all  fa 
fqueamifh,  but  I  am  told  they  are  all  really 
of  my  party,  in  return  for  fome  good  of- 
fices done  their  interefts  in  the  2 /4th  page 
of  my  firft  volume.)  But  for  the 
chafte  married,  and  chafte  unmarried 
part  of  the  fex— they  muft  not  read  my 
book!  Heaven  forbid  the  flock  of 
chaftity  mould  be  leflened  by  the  Life 
and  Opinions  of  Triflram  Shandy — yes, 
his  Opinions — it  would  certainly  debauqh 
'em !  GOD  take  them  under  his  protec- 
tion in  this  fiery  trial,  and  fend  us  plenty 
C3 
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of  Duennas  to  watch  the  workings  of 
their  humours,  till  they  have  fafely  got 
through  the  whole  work. — If  this  will 
not  be  fufficient,  may  we  have  plenty  of 
Sangrados  to  pour  in  plenty  of  cold  wa- 
ter, till  this  terrible  fermentation  is  over 
—as  for  the  minimum  in  loculo,  which  you 
mention  to  me  a  fecond  time,  I  fear  you 

think   me   very   poor,    or   in   debt 1 

thank  GOD,  though  I  don't  abound — 
that  I  have  enough  for  a  clean  fhirt  every 
day-— and  a  mutton  chop — and  my  con- 
tentment, with  this,  has  thus  far  (and  I 
hope  ever  will)  put  me  above  {looping 

an  inch  for  it,  even  for 's  eftate.— 

Curfe  on  it,  I  like  it  not  to  that  degree, 
nor  envy  (you  may  befure)  any  man  who 
kneels  in  the  dirt  for  it — fo  that  howfo- 
ever  I  may  fall  fhort  of  the  ends  pro- 

pofed  in  commencing  author 1  enter 

this  protcft^  firft  that  my  end  was  honeft^ 
and  fecondly,  that  I  wrote  not  to  be  fed, 
but  to  be  famous.  I  am  much  obliged 
to  Mr.  Garrick  for  his  very  favourable  opi- 
nion— but  why,  dear  Sir,  had  he  done 
4 
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better  in  finding  fault  with  it  than  in 
commending  it  ?  to  humble  me !  an  au- 
thor is  not  fo  foon  humbled  as  you  ima- 
gine— no,  but  to  make  the  book  better 
by  caftrations — that  is  ftill  fubjudice,  and 
I  can  aflure  you  upon  this  chapter,  that 
the  very  paflages  and  defcriptions  you 
propofe  that  I  mould  facrifice  in  my  fe- 
cond  edition,  are  what  are  bed  relifhed 
by  men  of  wit,  and  fome  others  whom 
I  efteem  as  found  critics — fo  that,  upon 
the  whole,  I  am  ftill  kept  up,  if  not 
above  fear,  at  leaft  above  defpair,  and 
have  feen  enough  to  mew  me  the  folly 
of  an  attempt  of  caflrating  my  book  to 
the  prudim  humours  of  particulars.  I 
believe  the  fhort  cut  would  be  to  publifli 
this  letter  at  the  beginning  of  the  third 
volume,  as  an  apology  for  the  firft  and 
fecond.  I  was  forry  to  find  a  cenfure 
upon  the  infmcerity  of  fome  of  my  friends 
— I  have  no  reafon  myfelf  to  reproach 
any  one  man — my  friends  have  con- 
tinued in  the  fame  opinions  of  my 
books  which  they  firft  gave  me  of  them 
c  4 
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— many  indeed  have  thought  better  of 
'em,  by  confidering  them  more,  few 
worfe. 

I  am,  Sir, 

Your  humble  fervant, 

LAURENCE  STERNE. 

LETTER    VII. 
TO    DAVID    GARRICK,    ESQ.. 

[About  April,   1760.] 
DEAR  SIR,  Thurfday,    II  o'clock  —  Night. 

V-pwXs  for  all  the  world  like  a  cut 
acrofs  my  finger  with  a  fharp  pen- 
knife. I  faw  the  blood — gave  it  a  fuck 
—wrapt  it  up— and  thought  no  more 
about  it. 

But  there  is  more  goes  to  the  healing 
of  a  wound  than  this  comes  to : — a 
wound  (unlefs  it  is  a  wound  not  worth 
talking  of,  but  by  the  bye,  mine  is)  muft 
give  you  fome  pain  after. — Nature  will 
take  her  own  way  with  it — it  mud  fer- 
ment— it  muft  digefh 
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The  ftory  you  told  me  of  Triftram's 
pretended  tutor,  this  morning — My  let- 
ter by  right  mould  have  fet  out  with  this 
fentence,  and  then  the  fimile  would  not 
have  kept  you  a  moment  in  fufpenfe. 

This  vile  ftory,  I  fay — though  I  thea 
faw  both  how,  and  where  it  wounded— 
I  felt  little  from  it  at  fir  ft— or,  to  fpeak 
more  honeftly  (though  it  ruins  my  fimi- 
le), I  felt  a  great  deal  of  pain  from  it, 
but  affected  an  air  ufual  on  fuch  accU 
dents,  of  lefs  feeling  than  I  had. 

I  have  now  got  home  to  my  lodgings, 
fmce  the  play  (you  aftonifhed  me  in  it), 
and  have  been  unwrapping  this  felf-fame 
wound  of  mine,  and  ihaking  my  head 
over  it  this  half  hour. 

What  the  devil ! — is  there  no  one 
learned  blockhead  throughout  the  many 
fchools  of  mifapplied  fcience  in  the 
Chriftian  World,  to  make  a  tutor  of  for 
my  Triftram  ? — Ex  quoins  ligno  non  fa— 
Are  we  fo  run  out  of  flock,  that  there  is 
no  one  lumber-headed,  muddle-headed, 
mortar-headed,  pudding- headed  cbap 
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amongft  our  doctors  ? — Is  there  no  one  fin- 
gle  wight  of  much  reading  and  no  learn- 
ing, amongft  the  many  children  in  my 
mother's  nurfery,  who  bid  high  for  this 
charge — but  I  mufl  difable  my  judgment 
by  chufmg  a  Warburton  ?  Vengeance  ! 
have  I  fo  little  concern  for  the  honour  of 
my  hero! — Am  I  a  wretch  fo  void  of 
fenfe,  fo  bereft  of  feeling  for  the  figure 
he  is  to  make  in  ftory,  that  I  mould 
chufe  a  preceptor  to  rob  him  of  all  the 
immortality  I  intended  him  ?  O !  dear 
Mr.  Garrick. 

Malice  is  ingenious — unlefs  where  the 
excefs  of  it  outwits  itfelf — I  have  two 
comforts  in  this  ftroke  of  it ;  the  firft 
is,  that  this  one  is  partly  of  this  kind  j 
and  fecondly,  that  it  is  one  of  the  num- 
ber of  thofe  which  fo  unfairly  brought 
poor  Yorick  to  his  grave. — The  report 
might  draw  blood  of  the  author  of 
Triuram  Shandy — but  could  not  harm 
fuch  a  man  as  the  author  of  the  Divin* 
Legation — GOD  blefs  him !  though  (by 
the  bye,  and  according  to  the  natural 
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courfe  of  defcents)  the  blefling  mould 
come  from  him  to  me. 

Pray  have  you  no  intereft,  lateral  or 
collateral,  to  get  me  introduced  to  his 
Lordfhip  ? 

Why  do  ye  afk  ? 

My  dear  Sir,  1  have  no  claim  to  fuch 
an  honour,  but  what  arifes  from  the  ho- 
nour  and  refpecl  which,  in  the  progrefs 
of  my  work,  will  be  fhewn  the  world  I 
owe  to  fo  great  a  man. 

Whilft  I  am  talking  of  owing — I 
\vifh,  my  dear  Sir,  that  any  body  would 
tell  you,  how  much  I  am  indebted  to 
you.  I  am  determined  never  to  do  it 
myfelf,  or  fay  more  upon  the  fubjecl: 
than  this,  that  I  am  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER   VIII. 
TO  s  -  c 


DEAR  SIR,  May,  1760. 

T  RETURN  you  ten  thoufand  thanks  for 
•*•  the  favour  of  your  letter  —  and  the 
account  you  give  me  of  my  wife  and 
girl.  —  I  faw  Mr.  Ch  -  y  to  night  at 
Ranelagh,  who  tells  me  you  have  inocu- 
lated by  friend  Bobby.  —  I  heartily  wifh 
him  well  through,  and  hope  in  God  all 
goes  right. 

On  Monday  we  fet  out  with  a  *  grand 
retinue  of  Lord  Rockingham's  (in  whofe 
fuite  I  move)  for  Windfor  —  they  have 
contracted  for  fourteen  hundred  pounds 
for  the  dinner,  to  fome  general  under- 
taker, of  which  the  K.  has  bargained 
to  pay  one  third.  Lord  George  Sack- 

*  Prince  Ferdinand,  the  Marquis  of  Rocking- 
ham,  and  Earl  Temple,  were  inftalled  Knights  of 
the  Garter,  on  Tuefday,  May  6th,  1760,  at 
Windfor. 
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ville  was  laft  Saturday  at  the  opera,  fome 
fay  with  great  effrontery, — others,  with 
great  dejection. 

I  have  little  news  to  add. — There  is  a 
(hilling  pamphlet  *  wrote  againfl  Trif- 
tram. — I  wifh  they  would  write  a  hundred 
fuch. 

Mrs.  Sterne  fays  her  purfe  is  light ; 
will  you,  dear  Sir,  be  fo  good  as  to  pay 
her  ten  guineas,  and  I  will  reckon  with 
you,  when  I  have  the  pleafure  of  meeting 
you. — My  beft  compliments  to  Mrs.  C. 
and  all  friends. — Believe  me,  dear  Sir, 
your  obliged  and  faithful 

LAV.  STERNE. 

*  "  The  Clockmaker's  Outcry  againft  the  Au- 
«  thor  of  Triftram  Shandy."  8vo. 
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LETTER     IX. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
DEAR  SIR,  May,  1760. 

I  THIS  moment  received  the  -favour  of 
your  kind  letter. — The  letter  in  the 
Ladies  Magazine  *,  about  me,  was  wrote 
by  the  noted  Dr.  Hill,  who  wrote  the 
Infpedor,  and  undertakes  that  maga- 
zine— the  people  of  York  are  very  un- 
charitable to  fuppofe  any  man  fo  grofs  a 
bead  as  to  pen  fuch  a  character  of  him- 
felf.— In  this  great  town  no  foul  ever 
fufpefted  it,  for  a  thoufand  reafons— 
could  they  fuppofe  I  mould  be  fuch  a 
fool  as  to  fall  foul  upon  Dr.  Warburton, 
my  bed  friend,  by  representing  him  fo 
weak  a  man— or  by  telling  fuch  a  He  of 
him — as  his  giving  me  a  purfe,  to  buy 
off  his  tutorfhip  for  Tridram !— or  I 
Chould  be  fool  enough  to  own  I  had  taken 
his  purfe  for  that  purpofe  1 

*  The  Royal  Female  Magazine,  for  April,  1 760. 
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You  muft  know  there  is  a  quarrel  be- 
tween Dr.  Hill  and  Dr.  M y,  who 

was  the  phyfician  meant  at  Mr.  Charles 
Stanhope's,  and  Dr.  Hill  has  changed 
the  place  on  purpofe  to  give  M  •  y  a 
lick. — Now  that  converfation  (though 
perhaps  true),  yet  happened  at  another 
place  *,  and  with  another  phyfician ; 

*  As  the  truth  of  this  anecdote  is  not  denied, 
^  may  gratify  curiofity  to  communicate  it  in  Dr. 
Hill's  own  words.  «<  At  the  laft  dinner  that  the 
"  late  .loft  amiable  Charles  Stanhope  gave  to  ge- 
"  nius,  Yorick  was  prefent.  The  good  old  man 
"  was  vexed  to  fee  a  pedantic  medicine-monger 
"  take  the  lead,  and  prevent  that  pleafantry  which 
"  good  wit  and  good  wine  might  have  occafioned, 
"  by  a  difcourfe  in  the  unintelligible  language  of 
<*  his  profeffion,  concerning  the  difference  between 
"  the  phrenitis  and  the  paraphrenitis,  and  the 
««  concomitant  categories  of  the  mediaftinum  and 
**  pleura. 

"  Good-humoured  Yorick  faw  the  fenfe  of  the 
"  mafter  of  the  feaft,  ami  fell  into  the  cant  and 
"  jargon  of  phyfic,  as  if  he  had  been  one  of  Rad- 
"  cliffe's  travellers.  "  The  vulgar  practice,"  fays 
**  he,  "  favours  too  much  of  mechanical  princi- 
"  pies  ;  the  venerable  ancients  were  all  emperics, 
"  and  the  profeffion  will  never  regain  its  ancient 
*«  credit,  till  practice  falls  into  the  old  track  again- 
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which   I   have   contradi&ed  in  this  city, 
for  the  honour   of  my   friend  M y, 

"  I  am  myfelf  an  fnilance  ;  I  caught  cold  by  lean- 
•*  ing  on  a  damp  cufhion,  and,  after  freezing  and 
'*  fniveling  a  fortnight,  it  fell  upon  my  bread  : 
"  They  blooded  me,  bliftered  me,  and  gave  me 
'*  robs  and  bobs,  and  lohocks  and  eclegmata  j 
•'  but  I  grew  worfe  ;  for  I  was  treated  according  to 
"  the  exact  rules  of  the  College.  In  fhort,  from 
««  an  inflammation  it  came  to  an  ADHESION,  and 
««  all  was  over  with  me.  They  advifed  me.  rn 
««  Briftol,  that  I  might  not  do  them  the  fcandal  o\ 
**  dying  under  their  hands  ;  and  the  Briftol  peo- 
**  pie,  for  the  fame  reafon,  configned  me  over 
"  to  Ufbon.  But  what  do  I  ?  why  I  confidered  an 
'*  adhefion  is,  in  plain  Englifh,  only  a  flicking  of 
"  two  things  together,  and  that  force  enough 
tc  would  pull  them  afunder.  1  bought  a  good  afli 
««  pole,  and  began  leaping  over  all  the '  walls  and 
**  ditches  in  the  country.  From  the  height  of 
"  the  pole,  I  ufed  to  come  foufe  down  upon  my 
*'  feet,  like  an  afs  when  he  tramples  upon  a  bull- 
"  dog :  but  it  did  not  do.  At  laft — when  I  had 
'.*  raifed  myfelf  perpendicularly  over  a  Avail,  I 
"  ufed  to  fall  exaftly  acrofs  the  ridge  of  it,  upon 
"  the  fide  oppofite  to  the  adhefion.  This  'tore  it 
**  off  at  once,  and  I  am  as  you  fee.  Come  fill 
"  a  glafs  to  the  memory  of  the  emperic  medicine." 
"  If  he  had  been  afked  elfewhere  about  this  dif- 
«'  order  (for  he  really  had  a  confumptive  diforder), 
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all  which  fhews  the  abfurdity  of  York 
credulity  and  nonfenfe.  Befides,  the 
account  is  full  of  falfehoods — fir  ft,  with 
regard  to  the  place  of  my  birth,  which 
was  at  Clonmel,  in  Ireland — the  ftory  of 

a  hundred  pounds  to  Mrs.  W *,   not 

true,  or  of  a  pen/ion  promifed ;  the  merit 
of  which  I  difclaimed — and  indeed  there 
are  fo  many  other  things  fo  untrue,  and 
unlikely  to  come  from  me,  that  the 
worft  enemy  I  have  here  never  had  a  fuf- 
picion — and,  to  end  all,  Dr.  Hill  owns 
the  paper. 

I  mall  be  down  before  May  is  out — I 
preach  before  the  Judges  on  Sunday—- 
my Sermons  come  out  on  Thurfday  after 
—and  I  purpofe,  the  Monday,  at  fur- 
theft,  after  that,  to  fet  out  for  York 
—I  have  bought  a  pair  of  horfes  for 

"  he  would  have  anfwered,  that  he  was  cured 
"  by  Huxham's  deco&ion  of  the  bark,  and  elixir 
"  of  vitriol." 

*  The  Widow  of  Mr.  Sterne's  predeceffor  i» 
the  living  of  Coxwould. 

VOL.  IX,  O 
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that  purpofe — my  beft  refpe&s  to  your 

Lady 

I  am,  Dear  Sir, 
Your  moft  obliged  and  faithful 

L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.  I  beg  pardon  for  this  hafty 
fcrawl,  having  juft  come  from  a  concert 
where  the  D.  of  York  performed. — I 
have  received  great  notice  from  him, 
and  laft  week  had  the  honour  of  fupping 
with  him. 


LETTER    X. 

TO    DR.  WARBURTON,    BISHOP    OF 
GLOUCESTER. 

MY   LORD,  York,  June  9,  1760. 

"XJOT  knowing  where  to  fend  two  fets 
•^  of  my  Sermons,  I  could  think  of 
no  better  expedient,  than  to  order  them 
into  Mr.  Berrenger's  hands,  who  has 
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promifed  me  that  he  will  wait  upon  your 
Lordfliip  with  them,  the  firfl  moment  he 
hears  you  are  in  town.  The  trueft 
and  humbleft  thanks  I  return  to  your 
Lordfhip,  for  the  generofity  of  your 
protection,  and  advice  to  me  ;  by  mak- 
ing a  good  ufe  of  the  one,  I  will  hope  to 
defer ve  the  other :  I  wifli  your  Lordlhip 
all  the  health  and  happinefs  in  this  world, 
for  I  am 

Your  Lordfhip's 
Moft  obliged  and 

Moft  grateful  Servant, 

.      L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.  I  am  jufl  fitting  down  to  go  on 
with  Triftram,  &c.  —  the  fcribblers  ufe 
me  ill,  but  they  have  ufed  my  betters 
much  worfe,  for  which  may  GOD  forgive 
them. 


D  2 
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LETTER     XI. 

TO    THE    REV.    MR.    STERNE. 

Piior-Parkx  June  15,  1760. 

REVEREND    SIR, 

T  HAVE  your  favour  of  the  pth  inftant, 
•^  and  am  glad  to  underftand,  you  are 
got  fafe  home,  and  employed  again  in 
your  proper  fludies  and  amufements. 
You  have  it  in  your  power  to  make  that, 
which  is  an  amufement  to  yourfelf  and 
others,  ufeful  to  both :  at  leaft,  you 
mould,  above  all  things,  beware  of  its 
becoming  hurtful  to  either,  by  any  vio- 
lations of  decency  and  good  manners ; 
but  I  have  already  taken  fuch  repeated 
liberties  of  advifmg  you  on  that  head, 
that  to  fay  more  would  be  needlefs,  or 
perhaps  unacceptable. 

Whoever  is,  in  any  way,  well  received 
by  the  public,  is  fure  to  be  annoyed  by 
that  peft  of  the  public,  profligate  fcrib- 
blers.  This  is  the  eommon  lot  of  fuc- 
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cefsful  adventurers ;  —  but  fuch  have 
often  a  worfe  evil  to  ftruggle  with,  I 
mean  the  over-officioufnefs  of  their  in- 
difcreet  friends.  There  are  two  Odes*, 
as  they  are  called,  printed  by  Dodfley. 
Whoever  was  the  author,  he  appears  to 
be  a  monfter  of  impiety  and  lewdnefs— 
yet,  fuch  is  the  malignity  of  the  fcrib- 
blers,  fome  have  given  them  to  your 
friend  Hall; — and  others,  which  is  flill 
more  impoffible,  to  yourfelf ;  though  the 
firfl  Ode  has  the  infolence  to  place  you 
both  in  a  mean  and  a  ridiculous  light. 
But  this  might  arife  from  a  tale  equally 
groundlefs  and  malignant,  that  you  had 
fliewn  them  to  your  acquaintances  in 
MS.  before  they  were  given  to  the  pub- 
lic. Nor  was  their  being  printed  by 
Dodfley  the  likelieft  means  of  difcredit- 
ing  the  calumny. 

About    this   time,    another,  under  the 
mafk   of  friendmip,    pretended   to    draw 

*  Intitled,  "  Two  Lyric  Epiftles  :  One  to  my 
"  Coufin  Shandy,  on  his  coming  to  Town  ;  and 
"  the  other  to  the  Grown  Gentlewomen,  the 
"  Miffes  of  *  *  *  *."  4to. 


38  LETTERS. 

your  character,  which  was  fince  publifli- 
ed  in  a  Female  Magazine  (for  dulnefs, 
who  often  has  as  great  a  hand  as  the  de- 
vil, in  deforming  GOD'S  works  of  the 
creation,  has  made  them^  it  feems,  male 
and  female],  and  from  thence  it  was 
transferred  into  a  Chronicle  *.  Pray 
have  you  read  it,  or  do  you  know  its 
author  ? 

But  of  all  thefe  things,  I  dare  fay  Mr. 
Garrick,  whofe  prudence  is  equal  to  his 
honefty  or  his  talents,  has  remonftrated 
to  you  with  the  freedom  of  a  friend. 
He  knows  the  inconftancy  of  what  is 
called  the  Public,  towards  all,  even  the 
beft  intentioned,  of  thofe  who  contribute 
to  its  pleafure  or  amufement.  He  (as 
every  man  of  honour  and  difcretion 
would)  has  availed  himfelf  of  the  public 
favour,  to  regulate  the  tafte,  and,  in  his 
proper  ftation,  to  reform  the  manners  of 
the  fafhionable  world  ; — while,  by  a  well- 
judged  ceconomy,  he  has  provided 
againft  the  temptations  of  a  mean  and 

*  The  London  Chronicle,  May  6,  1760. 
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fervile   dependency   on    the    follies    and 
vices  of  the  great. 

In  a  word,  be  aflured,  there  is  no  one 
more  fmcerely  wilhes  your  welfare  and 
happinefs,  than, 

Reverend  Sir, 

W,  G, 


LETTER     XII. 

TO    MY    WITTY    WIDOW,    MRS.  F  » 

MADAM,  CoXWOuld,  Aug.  3,  1760. 

TTTHEN  a  man's  brains  are  as  dry  as  a 
*  *  fqueez'd  Orange, — and  he  feels  he 
has  no  more  conceit  in  him  than  a  Mal- 
let, 'tis  in  vain  to  think  of  fitting  down, 
and  writing  a  letter  to  a  lady  of  your 
wit,  unlefs  in  the  honefl  John-Trot- 
Style  of,  yours  of  the  i$th  injiant  came 
fafe  to  hand,  &c.  which,  by  the  bye, 
]ooks  like  a  letter  of  bufmefs ;  and  you 
Juiow  very  well,  from  the  firfl  letter  I 
94 


40  LETTERS. 

had  the  honour  to  write  to  you,  I  am  a 
man  of  no  bufmefs  at  all.  This  vile 
plight  I  found  my  genius  in  was  the 

reafon  I  have   told   Mr.  ,    I  would 

not  write  to  you  till  the  next  poft — 
hoping  by  that  time  to  get  fome  fmall 
recruit,  at  leaft  of  vivacity,  if  not  wit, 
to  fet  out  with ; — but  upon  fecond 
thoughts,  thinking  a  bad  letter  in  fea- 
fon — to  be  better  than  a  good  one  out 
of  it — this  fcrawl  is  the  confequence, 
which,  if  you  will  burn  the  moment 
you  get  it — I  promife  to  fend  you  a  fine 
fet  eflay  in  the  flyle  of  your  female  epif- 
tolizers,  cut  and  trim'd  at  all  points. — 
GOD  defend  me  from  fuch,  who  never 
yet  knew  what  it  was  to  fay  or  write  one 
premeditated  word  in  my  whole  life — 
for  this  reafon  I  fend  you  this  with  pleafure, 
becaufe  wrote  with  the  carelefs  irregu- 
larity of  an  eafy  heart. Who  told 

you,  Garrick  wrote  the  medley  for  Beard  ? 
— 'Twas  wrote  in  his  houfe,  however, 

and  before  I  left   town. 1  deny  it-— 

I  was  not  loft  two  days  before   I  left 
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town. — I  \vas  loft  all  the  time  I  was 
there,  and  never  found  till  I  got  to  this 
Shandy-caftle  of  mine. — Next  winter  I 
intend  to  fojourn  amongft  you  with  more 
decorum,  and  will  neither  be  loft  or  found 
any  where. 

Now  I  wifli  to  GOD,  I  was  at  your  el- 
bow— I  have  juft  finifhed  one  volume  of 
Shandy,  and  I  want  to  read  it  to  fome 
one  who  I  know  can  tafte  and  relifh  hu- 
mour— this  by  the  way,  is  a  little  im- 
pudent in  me — for  I  take  the  thing  for 
granted,  which  their  high  mightinefies 
the  world  have  yet  to  determine — but  I 
mean  no  fuch  thing — I  could  wifh  only 
to  have  your  opinion — mall  I,  in  truth, 
give  you  mine  ? — I  dare  not — but  I 
will  ;  provided  you  keep  it  to  yourfelf 
— know  then,  that  I  think  there  is  more 
laughable  humour, — with  an  equal  degree 
of  Cervantic  fatire — if  not  more  than  in 
the  laft — but  we  are  bad  judges  of  the  me- 
rit of  our  children. 

I  return  you  a  thoufand  thanks  for 
your  friendly  congratulations  upon  my 
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habitation— and  I  will  take  care,  you 
(hall  never  wifh  me  but  well,  for  I  am, 
Madam, 

With  great  efteem  and  truth, 
Your  moft  obliged, 

L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.     I  have  wrote  this  fo  vilely  and 
fo  precipitately,  I  fear  you  mufl  carry  it 

to  a  decypherer 1  beg   you'll  do  me 

the  honour  to  write — otherwife  you  draw 

me  in,    inftead  of  Mr. drawing  you 

into  a  fcrape— -for  I  mould  forrow  to  have 
a  tafte  of  fo  agreeable  a  correfpondent— 
and  no  more, 

Adieu. 
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LETTER    XIII. 

TO    S—  -    C 


London,  Chriftmas  Day,  1760. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND, 

•r  HAVE  been  in  fuch  a  continual  hurry 
•*•  fmce  the  moment  I  arrived  here  — 
what  with  my  books,  and  what  with  vifit- 
ors  and  vifitings,  that  it  was  not  in 
my  power  fooner  to  fit  down  and  ac- 
knowledge the  favour  of  your  obliging 
letter  ;  and  to  thank  you  .for  the  mod 
friendly  motives  which  led  you  to  write 
it  :  I  am  not  much  in  pain  upon  what 
gives  my  kind  friends  at  Stillington  fo 
much  on  the  chapter  of  Nofes  —  becaufe, 
as  the  principal  fatire  throughout  that 
part  is  levelled  at  thofe  learned  block- 
heads who,  in  all  ages,  have  wafted 
their  time  and  much  learning  upon 
points  as  foolifh  —  it  fhifts  off  the  idea 
of  what  you  fear,  to  another  point  — 
and  'tis  thought  here  very  good  —  'twill 
pafs  mufter  —  I  mean  not  with  all  —  no 
6 
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— no !  I  fhall  be  attacked  and  pelted, 
.her  from  cellars  or  garrets,  write 
hat  I  will — and  befides,  muft  expeft 
to,  have  a  party  againft  me  of  many 
hundreds — who  either  do  not — or  will 
not  laugh.  —  *Tis  enough  if  I  divide 
the  world ; — at  lead  I  will  reft  content- 
ed with  it. — I  wifh  you  was  here  to  fee 
what  changes  of  looks  and  political  rea- 
foning  have  taken  place  in  every  com- 
pany and  coffee-houfe  fmce  laft  year ; 
we  fhall  be  foon  Pruffians  and  Anti- 

Pruffians,  B s  and  Anti-B s,  and 

thofe  diftinclions  will  juft  do  as  well 
as  Whig  and  Tory — and  for  ought  I 

know    ferve    the    fame    ends. The 

King  feems  refolved  to  bring  all  things 
back  to  their  original  principles,  and 
to  flop  the  torrent  of  corruption  and 
lazinefs. — He  rifes  every  morning  at  fix 
to  do  bufmefs — rides  out  at  eight  to  a 
minute,  returns  at  nine  to  give  himfelf 
up  to  his  people. — By  perfifting,  'tis 
thought  he  will  oblige  his  Minifters 
and  dependants  to  difpatch  affairs  with 
him  many  hours  fooner  than  of  late— 
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and  *tis  much  to  be  queftioned  whether 
they  will  not  be  enabled  to  wait  upon 
him  fooner  by  being  freed  from  long 
levees  of  their  own,  and  applications ; 
which  will  in  all  likelihood  be  tranf- 
ferr'd  from  them  directly  to  himfelf— • 
the  prefent  fyftem  being  to  remove  that 
phalanx  of  great  people,  which  ftood 
betwixt  the  throne  and  the  fubjefts,  and 
fuffer  them  to  have  immediate  accefs 
without  the  intervention  of  a  cabal— 
(this  is  the  language  of  others)  :  how- 
ever, the  King  gives  every  thing  him- 
felf, knows  every  thing,  and  weighs 
every  thing  maturely,  and  then  is  in- 
flexible—this puts  old  (lagers  off  their 
game — how  it  will  end  we  are  all  in  the 
dark. 

'Tis  feared  the  war  is  quite  over  in 
Germany  ;  never  was  known  fuch  ha- 
voc amongft  troops — I  was  told  yefter- 
day  by  a  Colonel  from  Germany,  that 
out  of  two  battalions  of  nine  hundred 
men,  to  which  he  belonged,  but  feventy- 
one  are  left ! — Prince  Ferdinand  has  fent 
word,  'tis  faid,  that  he  muft  have  forty 
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thoufand  men  directly  to  take  the  field 
— and  with  provifions  for  them  too,  for 
he  can  but  fubfift  them  for  a  fortnight— 
I  hope  this  will  find  you  all  got  to  York 
— I  beg  my  compliments  to  the  amiable 
Mrs.  Croft,  &c.  &c. 

Tho'  I  purpofed  going  firfl  to  Golden- 
Square,  yet  fate  has  thus  long  difpofed 
of  me — fo  I  have  never  been  able  to  fet 
a  foot  towards  that  quarter. 

I  am,  dear  Sir, 

Your's  affectionately, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER     XIV. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
MY  DEAR  SIR,  [About  Jan.  1761.3 

T  HAVE  jufl  time  to  acknowledge  the 
•*  favour  of  yours,  but  not  to  get  the 
two  prints  you  mention — which  mail  be 
fent  you  by  next  poft — I  have  bought 
them,  and  lent  them  to  Mifs  Gilbert, 
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but  will  afluredly  fend  for  them  and  en- 
clofe  them  to  you  : — I  will  take  care  to 
get  your  pictures  well  copied,  and  at  a 
moderate  price.  And  if  I  can  be  of 
further  ufe,  I  befeech  you  to  employ 
me  ;  and  from  time  to  time  will  fend 
you  an  account  of  whatever  may  be 
worth  tranfmitting.— The  ftream  now 
fets  in  ftrong  againfl  the  German  war. 

Loud  complaints   of    —    • 

making  a  trade  of  the  war,  &c.  &c. 
much  expected  from  Ld.  Granby's  evi- 
dence to  thefe  matters,  who  is  expected 
every  hour:— the  King  wins  every  day 
upon  the  people,  fliews  himfelf  much 
at  the  play  (but  at  no  opera),  rides  out 
with  his  brothers  every  morning,  half 
an  hour  after  feven,  till  nine — returns 
with  them — fpends  an  hour  with  them 
at  breakfaft  and  chat — and  then  fits 
down  to  bufmefs.  I  never  dined  at 
home  once  fmce  I  arrived — am  fourteen 
dinners  deep  engaged  jufl  now,  and 
fear  matters  will  be  worfe  with  me  in 

that    point    than    better. As   to   the 

main  points  in  view,   at  which  you  hint 
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—all  I  can  fay  is,  that  I  fee  my  way, 
and  unlefs  Old  Nick  throws  the  dice — 
fhall,  in  due  time,  come  off  winner. 
— Triftram  will  be  out  the  twentieth 
— there  is  a  great  rout  made  about  him 
before  he  enters  the  ft  age — whether  this 
will  be  of  ufe  or  no,  I  can't  fay — fome 
wits  of  the  firfl  magnitude  here,  both 
as  to  wit  and  ftation,  engage  me  fuccefs 
— time  will  mew — 

Adieu. 

LETTER    XV. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
DEAR    SIR,  [March  1761.] 

CINCE  I  had  the  favour  of  your  oblig- 
ing  letter,  nothing  has  happened,  or 
been  faid  one  day,  which  has  not  been 
contradicted  the  next ;  fo  having  little 
certain  to  write,  I  have  forebore  writing 
at  all,  in  hopes  every  day  of  fomething 
worth  filling  up  a  letter.  We  had  the 
greateft  expectations  yefterday  that  ever 
were  raifed  of  a  pitched  battle  in  the 
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Houfe  of  Commons,  wherein  Mr.  Pitt 
was  to  have  entered  and  thrown  down 
the  gauntlet,  in  defence  of  the  German 
war. — There  never  was  fo  full  a  houfe 
—the  gallery  full  to  the  top — I  was 
there  all  the  day — when  lo !  a  political 
fit  of  the  gout  feized  the  great  combat- 
ant— he  entered  not  the  lifts — Beckford 
got  up,  and  begged  the  houfe,  as  he 
faw  not  his  right  honourable  friend 
there,  to  put  off  the  debate — it  could 
not  be  done;  fo  Beckford  rofe  up,  and 
made  a  moft  long,  paffionate,  incohe- 
rent fpeech,  in  defence  of  the  Germa- 
nic war — but  very  fevere  upon  the  un- 
frugal  manner  it  was  carried  on — in 
which  he  addrefied  himfelf  principally 
to  the  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer, 
and  laid  him  on  terribly. — It  feems  the 
chancery  of  Hanover  had  laid  out 
350,000  pounds  on  account,  and 
brought  in  our  treafury  debtor — and  the 
grand  debate  was,  for  an  honeft  exami- 
nation of  the  particulars  of  this  extra- 
vagant account,  and  for  vouchers  to  au- 
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thenticate  it. — Legge  anfwered  Beck- 
ford  very  rationally,  and  coolly. — Lord 
N.  fpoke  long — Sir  F.  Dafhwood 
maintained  the  German  war  was  moft 

pernicious — Mr.  C ,  of  Surry,  fpoke 

well  againfl  the  account,  with  fome 
others. — L.  Barrington  at  lad  got  up, 
and  fpoke  half  an  hour  with  great  plain- 
nefs,  and  temper—- explained  a  great 
many  hidden  fprings  relating  to  thefe 
accounts,  in  favour  of  the  late  King, 
and  told  two  or  three  converfations 
which  had  palfed  between  the  King  and 
himfelf,  relative  to  thefe  expences — 
\vhich  cafl  great  honour  upon  the  King's 
character.  This  was  with  regard  to  the 
money  the  King  had  fecretly  furnimed 
out  of  his  pocket  to  leflen  the  account 
of  the  Hanover-fcore  brought  us  to  dif- 
charge. 

Beckford  and  Barrington  abufed  all 
who  fought  for  peace,  and  joined  in  the 
cry  for  it;  and  Beckford  added,  that 
the  reafons  of  wifhing  a  peace  now, 
were  the  fame  as  the  peace  of  Utrecht 
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—that  the  people  behind  the  curtain  could 
not  both  maintain  the  war  and  their  places 
too,  fo  were  for  making  another  facrifice 
of  the  nation  to  their  own  interefts — Af- 
ter all — the  cry  for  a  peace  is  fo  general, 
that  it  will  certainly  end  in  one.  Now  for 
myfelf. 

One  half  of  the  town  abufe  my  book 
as  bitterly,  as  the  other  half  cry  it  up  to 
the  Ikies — the  beft  is,  they  abufe  and 
buy  it,  and  at  fuch  a  rate,  that  we  are 
going  on  with  a  fecond  edition,  as  faft  as 
poflible. 

I  am  going  down  for  a  day  or  two 
with  Mr.  Spencer,  to  Wimbleton;  on 
Wednefday  there  is  to  be  a  grand  aflem- 

bly  at  Lady   N .     I   have   enquired 

every  where  about  Stephen's  affair,  and 
can  hear  nothing. — My  friend,  Mr. 
Charles  Townfhend,  will  be  now  fecre- 
tary  of  war  * — he  bid  me  wifh  him  joy 
of  it,  though  not  in  pofleffion — I  will 
afk  him— and  depend,  my  moft  worthy 

*  He  was  appointed  Secretary  at  war  the  24th  of 
March  1761. 

£  2 
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friend,  that  you  fhall  not  be  ignorant  of 
what  I  learn  from  him.— -Believe  me  ever, 
ever, 

Yours, 

L.  S. 


LETTER    XVI. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
MY   DEAR   SIR,  [April  1761.] 

..  STRAIN  which  I  got  in  my  wrift 
•**  by  a  terrible  fall,  prevented  my  ac- 
knowledging the  favour  of  your  obliging 
letter.  I  went  yefterday  morning  to 

breakfaft    with    Mr.    V ,    who    is   a 

kind  of  right  hand  man  to  the  fecre- 
tary,  on  purpofe  to  enquire  about  the 
propriety,  or  feafibility,  of  doing  what 
you  wifh  me — and  he  has  told  me 
an  anecdote  which,  had  you  been 
here,  would,  I  think,  have  made  it 
\vifer  to  have  deferred  fpeaking  about 
the  affair  a  month  hence  than  now  j  it 
is  this — You  mull  know  that  the  num- 
bers of  officers  who  have  left  their  regi- 
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ments  in  Germany,  for  the  plcafures  of 
the  town,    have   been  long    a   topic    for 
merriment;    as    you    fee    them    in    St. 
James's      Coffee-houfe,    and    the    park, 
every    hour,     enquiring,     open     mouth, 
how    things    go    on   in    Germany,    and 
what     news — when    they    mould     have 
been  there  to  have  furnimed  news  them- 
felves ; — but   the   word  part    has    been, 
that  many  of  them  have    left  their   bro- 
ther   officers  on    their  duty,    and    in  ail 
the  fatigues  of  it,  and  have   come   with 
no  end  but  to  make  friends,  to  be  put 
unfairly  over  the  heads  oftbofe  who  were 
left  rifking   their  lives. — In   this  attempt 
there  have  been  fame  but  too  fuccefsful, 
which    has    juftly     raifed   ill-blood    and 
complaints    from    the    officers    who  ftaid 
behind—the  upihot  has  been,    that   they 
have  every   foul   been   ordered  off,   and 
woe  be  to  him  ('tis  faid)    who  frail  be 
found   liftening  I     Now  juft   to   mention 
our   friend's  cafe    whilft   this   cry  is   on 
foot,  I  think  would  be  doing  more  hurt 
than  good :    but  if  you  think  otherwife, 
I  will  go  with  all  my  heart,  and  mention 
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it  to  Mr.  Townfhend,  for  to  do  more,  I 
am  too  inconfiderable  a  perfon  to  pre- 
tend to. — You  made  me  and  my  friends 
here  very  merry  with  the  accounts  cur- 
rent at  York,  of  my  being  forbid  the 
court — but  they  do  not  confider  what  a 
confiderable  perfon  they  make  of  me, 
•when  they  fuppofe  either  my  going,  or 
my  not  going  there,  is  a  point  that  ever 
enters  the  King's  head — and  for  thofe 
about  him,  I  have  the  honour  either  to 
fland  fo  perfonally  well  known  to  them, 
or  to  be  fo  well  reprefented  by  thofe  of 
the  firft  rank,  as  to  fear  no  accident  of 
that  kind. 

I   thank    GOD   (B 's   excepted)   I 

have  never  yet  made  a  friend  or  con- 
nection I  have  forfeited,  or  done  ought 
to  forfeit — but,  on  the  contrary,  my  true 
character  is  better  underftood,  and  where 
I  had  one  friend  laft  year,  who  did  me 
honour,  I  have  three  now. — If  my  ene- 
mies knew,  that  by  this  rage  of  abufe, 
and  ill-will,  they  were  effectually  ferv- 
ing  the  interefts  both  of  myfelf,  and 
works,  they  would  be  more  quiet— but 
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it  has  been  the  fate  of  my  betters,  who 
have  found,  that  the  way  to  fame,  is 
like  the  way  to  heaven — through  much 
tribulation — and  till  I  mail  have  the 
honour  to  be  as  much  mal-treated  as 
Rabelais  and  Swift  were,  I  muft  con- 
tinue humble ; — for  I  have  not  filled  up 
the  meafure  of  half  their  -perfecutions. 

The  court  is  turning  topfy-turvy. 
Lord  Bute,  le  premier* — Lord  Talbot, 
to  be  groom  of  the  chambers  t  in  room. 

of  the   D.   of   R d— Lord    Hallifax 

to  Ireland  {—Sir  F.  Dafhwood  in  Tal- 
bot's  place — Pitt  feems  unmoved — a 
peace  inevitable— Stocks  rife— the  peers 
this  moment  killing  hands,  &c.-  &c. 
(this  week  may  be  chriftened  the  kifs- 
hands  week)  for  a  hundred  changes  will 
happen  in  confequence  of  thefe.  Pray 

*  Lord  Bute  was  appointed  Secretary  of  State  .on 
the  25th  of  March  1761. 

f  Lord  Talbot  was  appointed  Steward  of  the 
houfehold  on  the  fame  day. 

-  \  Lord  Hallifax  was  appointed  Lord  Lieutenant 
of  Ireland  an  the.zoth  of  March  1761, 

E4 
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prefent  my  compliments  to  Mrs.  C.  and 
all  friends,  and  believe  me,  with  the 
greateft  fidelity, 

Your  ever  obliged 

L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.  Is  it  not  ftrange  that  Lord  Tal- 
bot  mould  have  power  to  remove  the 
Duke  of  R d? 

Pray  when  you  have  read  this,  fend 
the  news  to  Mrs.  Sterne. 


LETTER    XVII. 

TO  J—  H s ,  ESQ.. 

BEAR  H— ,  Coxwould,  July  z 8, 1761. 

T  SYMPATHISED  for,  or  with  you,  on  the 
detail  you  give  me  of  your  late 
agitations — and  would  willingly  have  taken 
my  horfe,  and  trotted  to  the  oracle  to 
have  enquired  into  the  etymology  of  all 
your  fufferings,  had  I  not  been  aflured, 
that  all  that  evacuation  of  bilious  mau 
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ter  with  all  that  abdominal  motion  at- 
tending it  (both  which  are  equal  to  a 
month's  purgation  and  exercife)  will 
have  left  you  better  than  it  found  you 

— Need  one  go  to  D ,   to  be  told 

that  all  kind  of  mild  (mark,  I  am  going 
to  talk  more  foolifhly  than  your  apo- 
thecary), opening,  faponacious,  dirty- 
fhirt,  fud-waming  liquors  are  proper 
for  you,  and  confequently  al\,  ftyptical 
potations,  death  and  deftru&ion—-  if 
you  had  not  (hut  up  your  gall-duels 
by  thefe,  the  glauber-falts  could  not 
have  hurt — as  it  was,  'twas  like  a  match 
to  the  gunpowder,  by  railing  a  frefli 
combuftion,  as  all  phyfic  does  at  firft, 
fo  that  you  have  been  let  off — nitre, 
brimftone,  and  charcoal  (which  is 
blacknefs  itfelf),  all  at  one  blaft — 'twas 
well  the  piece  did  not  burft,  for  I  think 
it  underwent  great  violence,  and,  as  it 
is  proof,  will,  I  hope,  do  much  fervice  in 
this  militating  world — Panty*  is  mif- 
taken,  I  quarrel  with  no  one. — There 

*  The  Reverend  Mr.  R L . 
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was  that  coxcomb  of  in  the  houfe, 

who  loft  temper  with  me  for  no  reafon 
upon  earth  but  that  I  could  not  fall 
down  and  worfhip  a  brazen  image  of 
learning  and  eloquence,  which  he  fet 
up,  to  the  perfecution  of  all  true  be- 
lievers—I  fat  down  upon  his  altar,  and 
whiflled  in  the  time  of  his  divine 
fervice — and  broke  down  his  carved 
work,  and  kicked  his  incenfe  pot  to  the 

D ,  fb  he  retreated,  fed  non  fine  fells 

in  corde  fito. — I  have  wrote  a  clerum, 
whether  I  mail  take  my  doctor's  de- 
grees or  no — I  am  much  in  doubt,  but 
I  trow  not. — I  go  on  with  Triflram— 
I  have  bought  feven  hundred  books  at  a 
purchafe  dog  cheap — and  many  good — 
and  I  have  been  a  week  getting  them  fet 
up  in  my  beft  room  here — why  do  not 
you  tranfport  yours  to  town,  but  I  talk 
like  a  fool.— This  will  juft  catch  you  at 
your  /paw — I  wifii  you  incolumem  apud 
L,ondinum—do  you  go  there  for  good  and 
all—or  ill? — lam,  dear  coufin, 

Yours  affectionately, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    XVIII. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Coxwould  [about  Augufl],  1761, 

DEAR   H , 

T  REJOICE  you  are  in  London — reft 
you  there  in  peace : — here  'tis  the 
devil. — You  wis  a  good  prophet. — I  wifh 
myfelf  back  again,  as  you  told  me  I 
mould — but  not  becaufe  a  thin,  death- 
doing,  peftiferous,  north-eaft  wind  blows 
in  a  line  directly  from  Crazy-caftle  tur- 
ret full  upon  me  in  this  cuckoldy  re- 
treat (for  I  value  the  north-eaft  wind 
and  all  its  powers  not  a  ft  raw), — but  the 
tranfition  from  rapid  motion  to  abfolute 
reft  was  too  violent. — I  mould  have 
walked  about  the  ftreets  of  York  tea 
days,  as  a  proper  medium  to  have  pafifed 
through,  before  I  entered  upon  my  reft. 
—I  (laid  but  a^  moment,  and  I  have 
been  here  but  a"  few,  to  fatisfy  me  I  have 
not  managed  my  mifefies .  like  a  wife 
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man — and  if  God,  for  my  confolation 
under  them,  had  not  poured  forth  the 
fpirit  of  Shandeifm  into  me,  \vhich  will 
not  fuflfer  me  to  think  two  moments  upon 
any  grave  fubjeft,  I  would  elfe,  juft  now 

lie  down  and  die — die and   yet,    in 

half  an  hour's  time,  I'll  lay  a  guinea, 
I  mall  be  as  merry  as  a  monkey — and  as 
mifchievous  too,  and  forget  it  all — fo 
that  this  is  but  a  copy  of  the  prefent 
train  running  crofs  my  brain. — And  fo 
you  think  this  curfed  flupid — but  that, 
my  dear  H.,  depends  much  upon  the 
ijiiota  hora  of  your  fhabby  clock,  if  the 
pointer  of  k  is  in  any  quarter  between 
ten  in  the  morning  or  four  in  the  after- 
noon— I  give  it  up — or  if  the  day  is  ob- 
icured  by  dark  engendering  clouds  of 
either  wet  or  dry  weather,  I  am  flill  loft 
—but  who  knows  but  it  may  be  five — - 
and  the  day  as  fine  a  day  as  ever  fhone 
upon  the  earth  fince  the  deftruclion  of 
Sodom, — and  perad venture  your  honour 
may  have  got  a  good  hearty  dinner  to- 
day, and  eat  and  drank  your  intellectu- 
als into  a  placidulifh  and  a  blandulifh 
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amalgama — to    bear  nonfenfe,   fo  much 
for  that. 

'Tis  as  cold  and  churliih  juft  now,  as 
(if  GOD  had  not  pleafed  it  to  be  fo)  It 
ought  to  have  been  in  bleak  December, 
and  therefore  I  am  glad  you  are  where 
you  are,  and  where  (I  repeat  it  again)  I 
\vifli  I  was  alfo — Curfe  of  poverty,  and 
abfence  from  thofe  we  love! — they  are 
two  great  evils  which  embitter  all  things 
—and  yet  with  the  firft  I  am  not  haunted 
much. — As  to  matrimony,  I  mould  be  a 
bead  to  rail  at  it,  for  my  wife  is  eafy — but 
the  world  is  not — and  had  I  ftaid  from 
her  a  fecond  longer,  it  would  have  been 
a  burning  mame — elfe  me  declares  her- 
felf  happier  without  me — but  not  in  anger 
is  this  declaration  made — but  in  pure 
fober  good-fenfe,  built  on  found  experi- 
ence— me  hopes  you  will  be  able  to 
flrike  a  bargain  for  me  before  this  time 
twelvemonth,  to  lead  a  bear  round  Eu- 
rope: and  from  this  hope  from  you,  I 
verily  believe  it  is,  that  you  are  fo  high 
in  her  favour  at  prefent — She  fwears  you 
are  a  fellow  of  wit,  though  humorous f 
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a  funny,  jolly  foul,  though  fomewhat 
fplenetic  ;  and  (bating  the  love  of  women) 
as  honed  as  gold — how  do  you  like 
the  fimile  ? —  Oh,  Lord  !  now  are  you 
going  to  Ranelagh  to-night,  and  I  am 
fitting,  forrowful  as  the  prophet  was, 
when  the  voice  cried  out  to  him  and  faid, 
"  What  doft  thou  here,  Elijah  ?"— 'Tis 
well  the  fpirit  does  not  make  the  fame  at 
Coxwould— for  unlefs  for  the  few  fheep 
left  me  to  take  care  of,  in  this  wild- 
ernefs,  I  might  as  well,  nay  better,  be 
at  Mecca — When  we  find  we  can,  by  a 
fluffing  of  places,  run  away  from  our- 
felves,  what  think  you  of  a  jaunt  there, 
before  we  finally  pay  a  vifit  to  the  vale  of 
jfehofaphat  ? — As  ill  a  fame  as  we  have, 
I  truft  I  mall  one  day  or  other  fee  you 
face  to  face — fo  tell  the  two  colonels,  if 
they  love  good  company,  to  live  right- 
eoufly  and  foberly,  as 'you  do,  and  then 
they  will  have  no  doubts  or  dangers 
within  or  without  them — prefent  my  belt 
and  warmed  wifhes  to  them,  and  advife 
the  eldefl  to  prop  up  his  fpirits,  and  get 
a  rich  dowager  before  the  conclufion  of 
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the  peace — why  will  not  the  advice  fuit 
both,  par  nobile  fratrum  ? 

To-morrow  morning  (if  Heaven  per- 
mit) I  begin  the  fifth  volume  *  of  Shandy 
— I  care  not  a  curfe  for  the  critics — I'll 
load  my  vehicle  with  what  goods  he 
fends  me,  and  they  may  take  Jem  off  my 
hands,  or  let  them  alone — I  am  very 
valorous — and  'tis  in  proportion  as  we 
retire  from  the  world,  and  fee  it  in  its 
true  dimenfions,  that  we  defpife  it— no 
bad  rant  I — God  above  blefs  you!  You 
know  I  am 

Your  affectionate  Coulin, 

LAURENCE    STERNE. 

What  few  remain  of  the  Demoniacs, 
greet —and  write  me  a  letter,  if  you  are 
able,  as  foolifh  as  this. 

*  Alluding  to  the  firil  edition* 
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LETTER    XIX. 

TO    LADY    . 

Coiwould,  Sept.  21,   1761. 

j  RETURN  to  my  new  habitation,  fully 
determined  to  write  as  hard  as  can 
be,  and  thank  you  mod  cordially,  my  dear 
lady,  for  your  letter  of  congratulation 
upon  my  Lord  Fauconberg's  having  pre- 
fented  me  with  the  curacy  of  this  place 
— though  your  congratulation  comes 
fomewhat  of  the  lateft,  as  I  have  been 
poflefTed  of  it  fome  time. — I  hope  I  have 
been  of  fome  fervice  to  his  Lordmip, 
and  he  has  fufficiently  requited  me.— 
'Tis  feventy  guineas  a  year  in  my  poc- 
ket, though  worth  a  hundred — but  it 
obliges  me  to  have  a  curate  to  officiate  at 
Sutton  and  Stillington. — 'Tis  within  a 
mile  of  his  Lordfhip's  feat  and  park. 
'Tis  a  very  agreeable  ride  out  in  the 
chaife  I  purchafed  for  my  wife. — Lyd 
has  a  poney  which  me  delights  in.— 
Whilft  they  take  thefe  diverfions,  1  am 
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fcribbling  away  at  my  Triftram.  Thefe 
two  volumes  are,  I  think,  the  beft. — I 
{hall  write  as  long  as  I  live,  'tis,  in  fact, 
my  hobby-horfe :  and  fo  much  am  I  de- 
lighted with  my  uncle  Toby's  imaginary 
character,  that  I  am  become  an  enthufi* 
aft. — My  Lydia  helps  to  copy  for  me — 
and  my  wife  knits,  and  liftens  as  I  read 
her  chapters. — The  coronation  of  his 
Majefty  (whom  GOD  preferve!)  has  coft 
me  the  value  of  an  ox,  which  is  to  be 
roafted  whole  in  the  middle  of  the  town, 
and  my  parifhioners  will,  I  fuppofe,  be 
very  merry  upon  the  occafion. — You 
will  then  be  in  town — and  feaft  your  eyes 
with  a  fight,  which  'tis  to  be  hoped  will 
not  be  in  either  of  our  powers  to  fee 
again — for  in  point  of  age  we  have  about 
twenty  years  the  ftart  of  his  Majefty. — • 
And  now,  my  dear  friend,  I  muft  finifli 
this— and  with  every  wifh  for  your  hap- 
pinefs  conclude  myfelf  your  moft  lincere 
well-wimer  and  friend, 

L.   STERNE. 
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LETTER    XX. 

TO    DAVID    GARRICK,    ESQ., 
MY   DEAR    FRIEND,  Paris,  Jan.  31,  1762. 

rpHiNK   not,    becaufe   I   have    been   a 
•*•    fortnight  in  this  metropolis  without 
writing  to  you,  that  therefore  I  have  not 
had  you  and   Mrs.  Garrick    a   hundred 
times  in  my  head  and  heart — heart !  yes, 
yes,  fay  you— but  I  muft  not  wafte  pa- 
per in  badinage  this  poft,  whatever  I  do 
the  next.     Well !   here  I  am,  my  friend, 
as  much  improved  in  my  health,  for  the 
time,  as  ever  your  friendfhip  could  wim, 
or  at  leaft  your  faith  give  credit  to— by 
the  bye  I  am  fomewhat  worfe  in  my  in- 
telle&uals,  for  my  head  is  turned  round 
with  what  I  fee,  and  the  unexpected  ho- 
nours I  have  met  with   here.     Triftram 
was  almoft  as  much  known   here  as  in 
London,    at   leaft    among   your   men  of 
condition  and  learning,  and  has  got  me 
introduced    into    fo    many    circles    ('tis 
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comme  %  Londres).  I  have  juft  now  a 
fortnight's  dinners  and  fuppera  upon  my 
hands — My  application  to  the  Count  de 
Choifeul  goes  on  fwimmingly,  for  not 
only  Mr.  Pelletiere  (who,  by  the  bye» 
fends  ten  thoufand  civilities  to  you  and 
Mrs.  Garrick)  has  undertaken  my  af- 
fair, but  the  Count  de  Limbourgh — the 
Baron  d'Holbach,  has  oifered  any  fecu- 
rity  for  the  inoffenfivenefs  of  jny  beha- 
viour in  France — 'tis  more,  you  rogue  I 
than  you  will  do — This  Baron  is  one  of 
the  moft  learned  noblemen  here,  the 
great  protector  of  wits,  and  the  Scavans 
who  are  no  wits — keeps  open  houfe  three 
days  a  week — his  houfe  is  now,  as  yours 
was  to  me,  my  own— he  lives  at  great 
expence — 'Twas  an  odd  incident  when  I 
was  introduced  to  the  Count  de  Biffie, 
which  I  was  at  his  defire — I  found  him 
reading  Triftram — this  grandee  does  me 
great  honours,  and  gives  me  leave  to  go 
a  private  way  through  his  apartments 
into  the  palais  royal,  to  view  the  Duke 
of  Orleans's  collections,  every  day  I  have 
time— I  have  been  at  the  doctors  of 
F  2 
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Sorbonne — I  hope  in  a  Fortnight  to  break 
through,  or  rather  from,  the  delights  of 
this  place,  which,  in  the  ffavoir  vivre, 
exceeds  all  the  places,  I  believe,  in  this 
feflion  of  the  globe 

•  I  am  going,  when  this  letter  is  wrote, 
with  Mr.  Fox  and  Mr.  Maccartny  to 
Verfailles — the  next  morning  I  wait  up- 
on Monf.  Titon,  in  company  with  Mr. 
Maccartny,  who  is  known  to  him,  to 
deliver  your  commands. — I  have  bought 
you  the  pamphlet  upon  theatrical,  or 
rather  tragical,  declamation — I  have 
bought  another  in  verfe,  worth  reading, 
and  you  will  receive  them,  with  what  I 
can  pick  up  this  week,  by  a  fervant  of 
Mr.  Hodges,  whom  he  is  fending  back 
to  England. 

I  was  laft  night  with  Mr.  Fox  to  fee 
Mademoifelle  Clairon,  in  Iphlgene — (he 
is  extremely  great— would  to  God  you 
had  one  or  two  like  her — what  a  luxury, 
to  fee  you  with  one  of  fuch  powers  in 
the  fame  interefting  fcene — but  'tis  too 
much — Ah  !  Preville  !  thou  art  Mercury 
himfelf— By  virtue  of  taking  a  couple 
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of  boxes,  we  have  befpoke,  this  week, 
The  Frenchman  in  London,  in  which  Pre- 
ville  is  to  fend  us  home  to  fupper,  all 
happy — I  mean  about  fifteen  or  fixteen 
Englim  of  diftinftion,  who  are  now  here, 
and  live  well  with  each  other. 

I  am  under  great  obligations  to  Mr. 
Pitt,  who  has  behaved  in  every  refpect 
to  me  like  a  man  of  good  breeding,  and 
good  nature — In  a  poft  or  tWo,  I  will 
write  again — Foley  is  an  honeft  foul — I 
could  write  fix  volumes  of  what  has 
panned  comically  in  this  great  fcene, 
fince  thefe  laft  fourteen  days — but  more 
of  this  hereafter. — We  are  all  going  into 
mourning  ;  nor  you,  nor  Mrs.  Garrick, 
would  know  me,  if  you  met  me  in  my 
remife—  blefs  you  both !  Service  to  Mrs. 
Denis.  Adieu,  adieu  ! 

L.  S. 


• 
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LETTER    XXI. 
,        TO   LADY    D . 

London  *,  Feb.  I,  1762. 

XT' OUR  Ladyfhip's  kind  enquiries  after 
*  my  health  are  indeed  kind,  and  of 
a  piece  with  the  reft  of  your  character. 
Indeed  I  am  very  ill,  having  broke  a 
veflel  in  my  lungs — hard  writing  in  the 
fummer,  together  with  preaching,  which 
I  have  not  ftrength  for,  is  ever  fatal  to 
me — but  I  cannot  avoid  the  latter  yet, 
and  the  former  is  too  pleafurable  to  be 
given  up — I  believe  I  mall  try  if  the 
fouth  of  France  will  not  be  of  fervice  to 
me — his  G.  of  Y,  has  moft  humanely 
given  me  the  permiflion  for  a  year  or 
two — I  fhall  fet  off  with  great  hopes  of 
its  efficacy,  and  (hall  write  to  my  wife 
and  daughter  to  come  and  join  me  at 
Paris,  elfe  my  ftay  could  not  be  fo  long 

*  This  Letter,   though  dated  from  London,  was 
evidently  written  at  Paris. 
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— "  Le  Fever's  flory  has  beguiled  your 
Ladyfhip  of  your  tears,"  and  the  thought 
of  the  accufmg  fpirit  flying  up  to 
heaven's  chancery  with  the  oath,  you  are 
kind  enough  to  fay  is  fublime — my 
friend,  Mr.  Garrick,  thinks  fo  too,  and  I 
am  mofl  vain  of  his  approbation — your 
Ladyfhip's  opinion  adds  not  a  little  to  my 
vanity. 

J  with  I  had  time  to  take  a  little  ex- 
curfion  to  Bath,  were  it  only  to  thank 
you  for  all  the  obliging  things  you  fay 
in  your  Letter — but  'tis  impoflible — ac- 
cept at  lead  my  warmeft  thanks — If  I 
could  tempt  my  friend  Mr.  H.  to 
come  to  France,  I  mould  be  truly  hap- 
py— If  I  can  be  of  any  fervice  to  you  at 
Paris,  command  him  who  is,  and  ever 
will  be, 

Your  Ladyfhip's  faithful 

L.  STERNE, 
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LETTER    XXII. 

TO    DAVID    GARRICK, 
DEAR  GARRICK,  Paris,  March  19,  1762. 

rpnis  will  be  put  into  your  hands  by 
^  Dr.  Shippen,  a  phyfician,  who 
has  been  here  fome  time  with  Mifs 
Poyntz,  and  is  this  moment  fetting  off 
for  your  metropolis ;  To  I  match  the  op- 
portunity of  writing  to  you  and  my 
kind  friend  Mrs.  Garrick. — I  fee  no- 
thing like  her  here,  and  yet  I  have  been 
introduced  to  one  half  of  their  beft 
Goddefies,  and  in  a  month  more  mall 
be  admitted  to  the  fhrines  of  the  other 
half— but  I  neither  worfhip— or  fall 
(much)  upon  my  knees  before  them  j 
but,  on  the  contrary,  have  converted 
many  unto  Shandeifm — for  be  it  known, 
I  Shandy  it  away  fifty  times  more  than 
I  was  ever  wont,  talk  more  nonfenfe 
than  ever  you  heard  me  talk  in  your 
days — and  to  all  forts  of  people.  £>ui 
le  diable  eft  cet  homme  /«— faid  Choifeul, 


LETTERS.  73 

t'other  day— ce  Chevalier  Shandy— 
You'll  think  me  as  vain  as  a  devil, 
was  I  to  tell  you  the  reft  of  the  dia- 
logue— whether  the  bearer  knows  it  or 
no,  I  know  not — 'Twill  ferve  up 
after  fupper,  in  Southampton-flreet, 
amongft  other  fmall  difhes,  after  the 
fatigues  of  Richard  the  Hid — O  God! 
they  have  nothing  here,  which  gives 
the  nerves  fo  fmart  a  blow,'  as  thofe 
great  characters  in  the  hands  of  Garrick ! 
but  I  forgot  I  am  writing  to  the  man 

himfelf The   devil   take   (as  he  will) 

thefe  tranfports  of  enthufiafm!  Apro- 
pos— the  whole  City  of  Paris  is  be- 
witch'd  with  the  comic  opera,  and  if 
it  was  not  for  the  affair  of  the  Jefuits, 
which  takes  up  one  half  of  our  talk, 
the  comic  opera  would  have  it  all — It 
is  a  tragical  nuifance  in  all  companies 
as  it  is,  and  was  it  not  for  fome  fudden 
Harts  and  dames—  of  Shandeifm,  which 
now  and  then  either  break  the  thread, 
or  entangle  it  fo,  that  the  devil  himfelf 
would  t>e  puzzled  in  winding  it  off — -I 
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mould  die  a  martyr — this  by  the  way  I 
never  will 

I  fend  you  oyer  fome  of  thefe  comic 
operas  by  the  bearer,  with  the  Sallon, 
a  fatire — The  French  comedy,  I  feldom 
vifit  it — they  aft  fcarce  any  thing  but 
tragedies — and  the  Clairon  is  great,  and 
Madlle  Dumefnil,  in  fome  places,  ftill 
greater  than  her — yet  I  cannot  bear 
preaching — I  fancy  I  got  a  furfeit  of  it 
in  my  younger  days. — There  is  a  tra- 
gedy to  be  damn'd  to-night — peace  be 
-with  it,  and  the  gentle  brain  which 
made  it !  I  have  ten  thoufand  things  to 
tell  you  I  cannot  write — I  do  a  thoufand 
things  which  cut  no  figure,  but  in  the 
doing — and  as  in  London,  I  have  the. 
honour  of  having  done  and  faid  a  thou- 
fand things  I  never  did  or  dream'd  of 
—and  yet  I  dream  abundantly — If  the 
devil  flood  behind  me  in  the  fhape  of  a 
courier,  I  could  not  write  fafter  than  I 
do,  having  five  letters  more  to  difpatch 
by  the  fame  Gentleman ;  he  is  going 
into  another  fection  of  the  globe,  and 
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when  he  has  feen  you,  he  will  depart  in 
peace. 

The  Duke  of  Orleans  has  fuffered  my 
portrait  to  be  added  to  the  number  of 
fome  odd  men  in  his  collection ;  and  a 
gentleman  who  lives  with  him  has  taken 
it  moft  expreffively,  at  full  length — 
I  purpofe  to  obtain  an  etching  of  it,  and 
to  fend  it  you — your  prayer  for  me  of 
rofy  health,  is  heard — If  I  ftay  here  for 
three  or  four  months,  I  fhaJJ  return  more 
than  reinflated.  My  love  to  Mrs.  Garrick. 
I  am,  my  dear  Garrick, 

Your  moft  humble  Servant, 

L.   STERNE, 
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LETTER    XXIII. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

Paris,  April  10,   1762. 

WY     DEAR     GARRICK, 

y  SNATCH  the  occafion  of  Mr.  Wil- 
•*•  cox  (the  late  Bifhop  of  Rochefter's 
fon)  leaving  this  place  for  England,  to 
write  to  you,  and  I  inclofe  it  to  Hall, 
who  will  put  it  into  your  hand,  poffibly 
behind  the  fcenes.  I  hear  no  news  of 
you,  or  your  empire,  I  would  have  faid 
kingdom — but  here  every  thing  is  hyper- 
bolized— and  if  a  woman  is  but  fimply 
pteafed — 'tis  Je  fuis  charms — and  if  fhe 
is  charmed,  'tis  nothing  lefs  then  that 
me  is  rvm-fli'd — and  when  ravi-fh'd 
(which  may  happen)  there  is  nothing 
left  for  her  but  to  fly  to  the  other  world 
for  a  metaphor,  and  fwear,  qu'elle  etoit 
tout  extafiee — which  mode  of  fpeaking 
is,  by  the  bye,  here  creeping  into  ufe, 
and  there,  is  fcarce  a  woman  who  under- 
ftands  the  ban  ton  but 'is  feveu  times  in 
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a  day  in  downright  extafy — that  is,  the 
devil's  in  her — by  a  fmall  miftake  of  one 

world    for    the    other Now,    where 

am  I  got  ? 

I  have  been  thefe  two  days  reading  a 
tragedy,  given  me  by  a  lady  of  talents 
-to  read,  and  conjecture  if  it  would  do 
for  you — 'Tis  from  the  plan  of  Diderot, 
and  poffibly  half  a  tranflation  of  it.-— 
The  Natural  Son,  or  the  Triumph  of 
Virtue,  in  five  afts — It  has  too  much 
fentiment  in  it  (at  leaft  for  me),  the 
fpeeches  too  long,  and  favour  too  much 
of  preaching — this  may  be  a  fecond  rea- 
fon,  it  is  not  to  my  tafte — 'Tis  all  love, 
love,  love,  throughout,  without  much 
feparation  in  the  character;  fo  I  fear  it 
would  not  do  for  your  ftage,  and  per- 
haps .for  the  very  reafons  which  recom- 
mend it  to  a  French  one. — After  a  vile 
fufpenfion  of  three  weeks — we  are  be- 
ginning with  our  comedies  and  operas 
again — yours  I  hear  never  flourimed 
more — here  the  comic  actors  were  never 
fo  low — the  tragedians  hold  up  their 
heads — in  all  fenfes.  I  have  known  one 
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little  man  fupport  the  theatrical  world, 
like  a  David  Atlas,  upon  his  moulders, 
but  Preville  can't  do  half  as  much  here, 
though  MadIIe  Clairon  (lands  by  him, 
and  fets  her  back  to  his — me  is  very 
great,  however,  and  highly  improved 
fmce  you  faw  her — me  aLro  fupports  her 
dignity  at  table,  and  has  her  public  day 
every  Thurfday,  when  fhe  gives  to  eat 
(as  they  fay  here)  to  all  that  are  hungry 
and  dry. 

You  are  much  talked  of  here,  and 
much  expected  as  foon  as  the  peace  will 
let  you— thefe  two  lad  days  you  have 
happened  to  engrofs  the  whole  converfa- 
tion  at  two  great  houfes  where  I  was  at 
dinner — 'Tis  the  greatefl  problem  in 
nature,  in  this  meridian,  that  one  and 
the  fame  man  mould  poffefs  fuch  tragic 
and  comic  powers,  and  in  fuch  an  equi- 
librio,  as  to  divide  the  world  for  which  of 
the  two  Nature  intended  him. 

Crebillion  has  made  a  convention 
with  me,  which,  if  he  is  not  too  lazy, 
will  be  no  bad  perfijiage — as  foon  as  I 
get  to  Touloufe  he  has  agreed  to  write 
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me  an  expoftulatory  letter  upon  the  in- 
decorums of  T.  Shandy— which  is  to  be 
anfwered  by  recrimination  upon  the  li- 
berties in  his  own  works — thefe  are  to 
be  printed  together — Crebillion  againft 
Sterne — Sterne  againft  Crebillion — the 
copy  to  be  fold,  and  the  money  equally 
divided — This  is  good  Swifs-policy. 

I  am  recovered  greatly,  and  if  I 
could  fpend  one  whole  winter  at  Tou- 
loufe,  I  mould  be  fortified,  in' my  inner 
man,  beyond  all  danger  of  relapfing.— 
A  fad  afthma  my  daughter  has  been 
martyr'd  with  thefe  three  winters,  but 
moftly  this  laft,  makes  it,  I  fear,  necef- 
fary  me  mould  try  the  laft  remedy  of  a 
warmer  and  fofter  air,  fo  I  am  going 
this  week  to  Verfailles,  to  wait  upon 
Count  Choifeul  to  folicit  paflports  for 
them — If  this  fyftem  takes  place,  they 
join  me  here — and  after  a  month's  ftay 
we  all  decamp  for  the  fouth  of  France 
—if  not,  I  mail  fee  you  in  June  next. 
Mr.  Fox,  and  Mr.  Maccartny,  having 
left  Paris,  I  live  altogether  in  French 
families— I  laugh  till  I  cry,  and  in  the 
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fame  tender  moments  cry  till  I  laugh.  I 
Shandy  it  more  than  ever,  and  verily  do 
believe,  that  by  mere  Shandeifm,  fubli- 
mated  by  a  laughter-loving  people,  I 
fence  as  much  againft  infirmities,  as  I 
do  by  the  benefit  of  air  and  climate. 
Adieu,  dear  Garrick!  prefent  ten  thou- 
fand  of  my  beft  refpe&s  and  wifhes  to 
and  for  my  friend  Mrs.  Garrick — had 
flie  been  laft  night  upon  the  Tuilleries, 
(he  would  have  annihilated  a  thoufand 
French  goddefies,  in  one  Jingle  turn. 
I  am,  mod  truly, 

my  dear  friend, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    XXIV. 

TO    MRS.    STERNE,    YORK. 
MY  DEAR,  Paris,  May  i6th,  1762. 

T  T  is  a  thoufand  to  one  that  this  reaches 
•*•  you  before  you  have  fet  out — How- 
ever I  take  the  chance — you  will  receive 
one  wrote  lafl  night,  the  moment  you 
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get  to  Mr.  E.  and  to  wifh  you  joy  of 
your  arrival  in  town — to  that  letter 
which  you  will  find  in  town,  I  have 
nothing  to  add  that  I  can  think  on — for 
I  have  almoft  drained  my  brains  dry 
upon  the  fubject. — For  GOD  fake  rife 
early  and  gallop  away  in  the  cool — and 
always  fee  that  you  have  not  forgot  your 
baggage  in  changing  poft-chaifes— — 
You  will  find  good  tea  upon'  the  road 
from  York  to  Dover — only  bring  a 
little  to  carry  you  from  Calais  to  Paris 
—give  the  Cuftom-Houfe  Officers  what 
I  told  you — at  Calais  give  more,  if  you 
have  much  Scotch  muff — but  as  tobacco 
is  good  here,  you  had  befl  bring  a 
Scotch  mill  and  make  it  yourfelf,  that 
is,  order  your  valet  to  manufacture  it 
— 'twill  keep  him  out  of  mifchief. — I 
would  advife  you  to  take  three  days  in 
coming  up,  for  fear  of  heating  your- 
felves — See  that  they  do  not  give  you  a 
bad  vehicle,  when  a  better  is  in  the 
yard,  but  you  will  look  {harp — drink 
fmall  Rhenifh  to  keep  you  cool  (that 
is  if  you  like  it).  Live  well,  and  deny 

VOL.  IX.  G 
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yourfelves  nothing  your  hearts  wifh. 
So  GOD  in  heaven  profper  and  go  along 
with  you— kifs  my  Lydia,  and  believe 
me  both  affectionately, 

Yours, 


LETTER    XXV. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
AR,  Paris,  May  31,  1762. 

have  no  mails  arrived  here 
•*•;  till  this  morning,  for  three  pofts, 
fo  I  expected  with  great  impatience  a 
letter  from  you  and  Lydia — and  lo!  it 
is  arrived.  You  are  as  bufy  as  Throp's 
wife,  and  by  the  time  you  receive  this, 
you  will  be  bufier  ftill — I  have  exhauft- 
ed  all  my  ideas  about  your  journey—- 
and what  is  needful  for  you  to  do  be- 
fore and  during  it — fo  I  write  only  to 
tell  you  I  am  well — Mr.  Colebrooks, 
the  minifter  of  SwhTerland's  fecretary, 
I  got  this  morning  to  write  a  letter  for 
you  to  the  governor  of  the  Cuftom- 
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Houfe-Office,  at  Calais— it  fhall  be  fent 
you  next  poft. — You  muft  be  cautious 
about  Scotch  fnuff — take  half  a  pound 
in  your  pocket,  and  make  Lyd  do  the 
fame.  'Tis  well  I  bought  you  a  chaife 
—there  is  no  getting  one  in  Paris  now, 
but  at  an  enormous  price — for  they  are 
$11  fent  to  the  army,  and  fuch  a  one  as 
yours  we  have  not  been  able  to  match 
for  forty  guineas,  for  a  friend  of  mine 
who  is  going  from  hence  to  Italy — the 
weather  was  never  known  to  fet  in  fo 
hot,  as  it  has  done  the  latter  end  of 
this  month,  fo  he  and  his  party  are  to 
get  into  his  chaifes  by  four  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  travel  till  nine — and  not  ftir 
out  again  till  fix ; — but  I  hope  this  fe- 
vere  heat  will  abate  by  the  time  you 
come  here — however,  I  beg  of  you  once 
more  to  take  fpecial  care  of  heating 
your  blood  in  travelling,  and  come  tout 
doucement,  when  you  find  the  heat  too 
much — I  mall  look  impatiently  for  in- 
telligence from  you,  and  hope  to  hear 
all  goes  well ;  that  you  conquer  all  dif- 
ficulties, that  you  have  received  your 
G  2 
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pafs-port,  my  picture,  &c.  Write  and 
tell  me  fomething  of  every  thing.  I 
long  to  fee  you  both,  you  may  be 
afiured,  my  dear  wife  and  child,  after  fo 

long   a   feparation and    write    me    a 

line  direclly,  that  I  may  have  all  the 
notice  you  can  give  me,  that  I  may 
have  apartments  ready  and  fit  for  you 
when  you  arrive. — For  my  own  part  I 
mall  continue  writing  to  you  a  fortnight 
longer — prefent  my  refpe&s  to  all  friends 
—you  have  bid  Mr.  C.  get  my  vifita- 
tions  at  P.  done  for  me,  &c.  &c.  If 
any  offers  are  made  about  the  inclofure 
at  Rafcal,  they  muft  be  enclofed  to  me — 
nothing  that  is  fairly  propofed  mail 
ftand  ftill  on  my  fcore.  Do  all  for  the 
beft,  as  He  who  guides  all  things  will 
I  hope  do  for  us— fo  heaven  preferve  you 
both — believe  me 

Your  affedionate 

L.  STERNE. 

Love  to  my  Lydia — I  have  bought 
her  a  gold  watch  to  prefent  to  her  when 
Hie  comes. 
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LETTER    XXVI. 

TO    THE    SAME. 


MY  DEAR,  Paris,  June  7,  1762. 

j  KEEP  my  promife  and  write  to  you 
^  again — I  am  forry  the  bureau  muft 
be  open'd  for  the  deeds  -  but  you  will 
fee  it  done — I  imagine  you  are  con- 
vinced of  the  neceffity  of  bringing 
three  hundred  pounds  in  your  pocket 
—if  you  confider,  Lydia  muft  have  two 
flight  negligees — you  will  want  a  new 
gown  or  two — as  for  painted  linens,  buy 
them  in  town,  they  will  be  more  admired 
becaufe  Englifh  than  French. — Mrs. 
H.  writes  me  word  that  I  am  miftaken 
about  buying  filk  cheaper  at  Touloufe 
than  Paris,  that  me  advifes  you  to  buy 
what  you  want  here — where  they  are 
very  beautiful  and  cheap,  as  well  as 
blonds,  gauzes,  &c.— Thefe  I  fay  will 
all  cod  you  fixty  guineas — and  you 
muft  have  them — for  in  this  country 

G  3 
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nothing  mud  be  fpared  for  the  back— 
and  if  you  dine  on  an  onion,  and  lie 
in  a  garret  feven  (lories  high,  you  muft 
not  betray  it  in  your  cloaths,  according 
to  which  you  are  well  or  ill  look'd  on. 
When  we  are  got  to  Touloufe,  we  muft 
begin  to  turn  the  penny,  and  we  may 
(if  you  do  not  game  much)  live  very 
cheap— I  think  that  expreflion  will  di- 
vert you — and  now  GOD  knows  I  have 
not  a  wilh  but  for  your  health,  comfort, 
and  fafe  arrival  here— write  to  me  every 
other  poft,  that  I  may  know  how  you 
go  on— you  will  be  in  raptures  with 
your  chariot — Mr.  R.  a  gentleman  of 
fortune,  who  is  going  to  Italy,  and  has 
feen  it,  has  offered  me  thirty  guineas 
for  my  bargain. — You  will  wonder  all 
the  way,  how  I  am  to  find  room  in  it 
for  a  third — to  eafe  you  of  this  wonder, 
'tis  by  what  the  coachmakers  here  call 
a  cave,  which  is  a  fecond  bottom 
added  to  that  you  fet  your  feet  upon, 
which  lets  the  perfon  (who  fits  over-* 
againft  you  (down  with  his  knees  to 
your  ancles,  and  by  which  you  have  al] 
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more  room— and  what  is  more,  lefs  heat, 
— becaufe  his  head  does  not  intercept 
the  fore-glafs — little  or  nothing — Lyd 
and  I  will  enjoy  this  by  turns ;  fome- 
times  I  mall  take  a  bidet — (a  little  poft 
horfe)  and  fcamper  before — at  other 
times  I  mail  fit  in  frefco  upon  the  arm- 
chair without  doors,  and  one  way  or 
other  will  do  very  well. — I  am  under, 
infinite  obligations  to  Mr.  Thornhill, 
for  accommodating  me  thus,  and  fo 
genteelly,  for  'tis  like  making  a  prefent 

of  it. — Mr.  T will  fend  you  an  order 

to  receive  it  at  Calais — and  now,  my 
dear  girls,  have  I  forgot  any  thing  ? 

Adieu !  adieu ! 
Yours  molt  affectionately, 

L.  STERNE, 

A  week  or  ten  days  will  enable  you 
to  fee  every  thing — and  fo  long  you. 
muft  flay  to  reft  your  bones* 


o  4 
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LETTER    XXVII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

MY  DEAREST,  Paris,  June  14,  1762. 

TTAVING  an  opportunity  of  writing 
*-*•  by  a  friend  who  is  fetting  out  this 
morning  for  London,  I  write  again,  in 
cafe  the  two  laft  letters  I  have  wrote  this 
week  to  you  fliould  be  detained  by  con- 
trary winds  at  Calais — I  have  wrote  to 

Mr.  E ,  by  the  fame  hand,  to  thank 

him  for  his  kindnefs  to  you  in  the  hand- 
fomeft  manner  I  could — and  have  told 
him,  his  good  heait,  and  his  wife's, 
have  made  them  overlook  the  trouble  of 
having  you  at  his  houfe,  but  that  if  he 
takes  you  apartments  near  him,  they  will 
have  occafion  flill  enough  left  to  mew 
their  friendfhip  to  us — I  have  begged 
him  to  aflift  you,  and  ftand  by  you  as  if 
he  was  in  my  place,  with  regard  to  the 
fale  of  the  Shandys — and  then  the  copy- 
right — Mark  to  keep  thefe  things  dif. 
tind  in  your  head — But  Becket  I  have 
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ever  found  to  be  a  man  of  probity,  and 
I  dare  fay  you  will  have  very  little  trouble 
in  finifhing  matters  with  him — and  I 
would  rather  wifh  you  to  treat  with  him 
than  with  another  man — but  whoever 
buys  the  fifth  and  fixth  volumes  of 
Shandy s,  muft  have  the  nay-fay  of  the 
feventh  and  eighth  *.— I  wifh,  when  you 
come  here,  in  cafe  the  weather  is  too  hot 
to  travel,  you  could  think  it  pleafant  to 
go  to  the  Spa  for  four  or  fix  weeks, 
where  we  mould  live  for  half  the  money 
we  mould  fpend  at  Paris — after  that,  we 
mould  take  the  fweeteft  feafon  of  the 
vintage  to  go  to  the  fouth  of  France—- 
but we  will  put  our  heads  together,  and 
you  mall  juft  do  as  you  pleafe  in  this, 
and  in  every  thing  which  depends  on  me 
— for  I  am  a  being  perfectly  contented, 
when  others  are  pleafed — to  bear  and 
forbear  will  ever  be  my  maxim — only  I 
fear  the  heats  through  a  journey  of  five 
hundred  miles  for  you,  and  my  Lydia, 
more  than  for  myfelf. — Do  not  forget 
the  watch-chains— bring  a  couple  for  a 

*  Alluding  to  the  firfl  edition. 
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gentleman's  watch  likewife ;  we  mall  lie 
under  great  obligations  to  the  Abbe  M., 
and  muft  make  him  fuch  a  fmall  ac- 
knowledgment ;  according  to  my  way  of 
flouriming,  'twill  be  a  prefent  worth  a 
kingdom  to  him — They  have  bad  pins, 
and  vile  needles  here — bring  for  your- 
felf,  and  fome  for  prefents — as  alfo  a 
ftrong  bottle-fkew,  for  whatever  Scrub 
we  may  hire  as  butler,  coachman,  &c.  to 
uncork  us  our  Frontiniac^-You  will  find 
a  letter  for  you  at  the  Lyon  D'Argent— 
Send  for  your  chaife  into  the  court-yard, 
and  fee  all  is  right  —  Buy  a  chain,  at  Ca- 
lais, ftrong  enough  not  to  be  cut  off, 
and  let  your  portmanteau  be  tied  on  the 
forepart  of  your  chaife  for  fear  of  a  dog's 
trick — fo  God  blefs  you  both,  and  re- 
member me  to  my  Lydia. 

I  am  yours  affectionately, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    XXVIII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
MY  DEAREST,  Paris,  June  17,  1762. 

TQROBABLY  you  will  receive  another 
•*•  letter  with  this,  by  the  fame  poft — if 
fo,  read  this  the  laft — It  will  be  the  laft 
you  can  poffibly  receive  at  York,  for  I 
hope  it  will  catch  you  juft  as  your  are 
upon  the  wing — if  that  fhould  happen, 
I  fuppofe  in  courfe  you  have  executed 
the  contents  of  it,  in  all  things  which 
relate  to  pecuniary  matters,  and  when 
thefe  are  fettled  to  your  mind,  you  will 
have  got  through  your  laft  difficulty— 
every  thing  elfe  will  be  a  ftep  of  plea- 
fure,  and  by  the  time  you  have  got  half 
a  dozen  ftages,  you  will  fet  up  your 
pipes  and  fmg  Te  Deum  together,  as 
you  whifk  it  along. — Defire  Mr.  C— — 
to  fend  me  a  proper  letter  of  attorney  by 
you,  he  will  receive  it  back  by  return  of 
poft.  You  have  done  every  thing  well 
with  regard  to  our  Sutton  and  Stillington 
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affairs,  and  left  things  in  the  beft  chan- 
nel— if  I  was  not  fure  you  muft  have 
long  fmce  got  my  picture,  garnets,  &c., 

I    would    write    and    fcold     Mr.  T 

abominably — he  put  them  in  Becket's 
hands  to  be  forwarded  by  the  ftage-coach 
to  you,  as  foon  as  he  got  to  town. — I 
long  to  hear  from  you,  and  that  all  my 
letters  and  things  are  come  fafe  to  you, 
and  then  you  will  fay  that  I  have  not 
been  a  bad  lad— for  you  will  find  I  have 
been  writing  continually,  as  I  wifhed  you 
to  do — Bring  your  filver  coffee-pot, 
'twill  ferve  both  to  give  water,  lemon- 
ade, and  orjead — to  fay  nothing  of  cof- 
fee and  chocolate,  which,  by  the  bye, 
is  both  cheap  and  good  at  Touloufe,  like 
other  things — I  had  like  to  have  forgot 
a  moft  neceflary  thing,  there  are  no  cop- 
per tea-kettles  to  be  had  in  France,  and 
we  mail  find  fuch  a  thing  the  moft  com- 
fortable utenfil  in  the  houfe — buy  a  good 
ftrong  one,  which  will  hold  two  quarts 
— a  difh  of  tea  will  be  of  comfort  to  us 

in  our  journey  fouth 1  have  a  bronze 

tea-pot,    which    we   will   carry  alfo— as 
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china  cannot  be  brought  over  from  Eng- 
land, we  muft  make  up  a  villanous  par- 
ty-coloured tea  equipage,  to  regale  our- 
felves,  and  our  Englifh  friends,  whilft 
we  are  at  Touloufe — I  hope  you  have  got 
your  bill  from  Becket. — There  is  a  good- 
natured  kind  of  a  trader  I  have  juft 
heard  of,  at  Mr.  Foley's,  who  they  think 
will  be  coming  off  from  England  to 
France,  with  horfes,  the  latter  end  of 
June.  He  happened  to  come  over  with 
a  lady,  who  is  fifter  to  Mr.  Foley's  part- 
ner, and  I  have  got  her  to  write  a  letter 
to  him  in  London,  this  poft,  to  beg  he 

will  feek  you  out  at  Mr.  E 's,  and, 

in  cafe  a  cartel  Ihip  does  not  go  off  be- 
fore he  goes,  to  take  you  under  his  care. 
He  was  infinitely  friendly,  in  the  fame 
office,  laft  year,  to  the  lady  who  now 
writes  to  him,  and  nurfed  her  on  fhip- 
board,  and  defended  her  by  land  with 
great  good-will. — Do  not  fay  I  forget 
you,  or  whatever  can  be  conducive  to 
your  eafe  of  mind,  in  this  journey — I 
wifh  I  was  with  you,  to  do  thefe  offices 
myfelf,  and  to  flrew  rofes  on  your  way 
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— but  I  mall  have  time  and  occafion  to 
mew  you  I  am  not  wanting — Now,  my 
dears,  once  more  pluck  up  your  fpirits 
— truft  in  GOD — in  me — and  in  your- 
ielves — with  this,  was  you  put  to  it,  you 
would  encounter  all  thefe  difficulties  ten 
times  told — Write  inftantly,  and  tell  me 
you  triumph  over  all  fears  ;  tell  me  Ly- 
dia  is  better,  and  a  helpmate  to  you — 
You  fay  me  grows  like  me — let  her  mew 
me  me  does  fo  in  her  contempt  of  fmall 
dangers,  and  fighting  againft  the  appre- 
henfions  of  them,  which  is  better  flill. 
As  I  will  not  have  F.'s  fliare  of  the 
books,  you  will  inform  him  fo — Give 
my  love  to  Mr.  Fothergill,  and  to  thofe 
true  friends  which  Envy  has  fpared  me — • 
and  for  the  reft,  laiffez  paffer — You  will 
find  I  fpeak  French  tolerably — but  I  only 
wifh  to  be  underftood. — You  will  foon 
fpeak  better  ;  a  month's  play  with  a 
French  Demoifelle  will  make  Lyd  chat- 
ter like  a  magpye.  Mrs.  under- 
ftood not  a  word  of  it  when  me  got 
here,  and  writes  me  word  (he  begins  to 
prate  apace — you  will  do  the  fame  in  a 
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fortnight— Dear  Befs,  I  have  a  thoufand 
wimes,  but  have  a  hope  for  every  one 
of  them — you  fhall  chant  the  fame  jubi- 
late, my  dears,  fo  GOD  blefs  you.  My 
duty  to  Lydia,  which  implies  my  love 
too.  Adieu,  believe  me 

Your  afledionate 

L.  STERNE. 

Memorandum :  Bring  watch-chains, 
tea-kettle,  knives,  cookery-book,  &c. 

You  will  finile  at  this  lail  article — fo 
adieu — At  Dover,  the  Crofs  Keys  ;  at 
Calais,  the  Lyon  D' Argent — the  mafter, 
a  Turk  in  grain. 


LETTER    XXIX. 

TO    LADY    D. 

Paris,  July  9,  1762, 

j  WILL  not  fend  your  ladyfhip  the  tri- 
•••  fles  you  bid  me  purchafe  without  a 
line.  I  am  very  well  pleafed  with  Paris 
•—indeed  I  meet  with  fo  many  civilities 
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arnongft  the  people  here,  that  I  muft 
fmg  their  praifes — the  French  have  a 
great  deal  of  urbanity  in  their  competi- 
tion, and  to  flay  a  little  time  amongft 
them  will  be  agreeable.  —  I  fplutter 
French  fo  as  to  be  underftood — but  I 
have  had  a  droll  adventure  here  in  which 
my  Latin  was  of  fome  fervice  to  me — I 
had  hired  a  chaife  and  a  horfe  to  go  about 
feven  miles  into  the  country,  but,  Shan- 
dean-like,  did  not  take  notice  that  the 
horfe  was  almofl  dead  when  I  took  him 
—Before  I  got  half-way,  the  poor  ani- 
mal dropped  down  dead — fo  I  was  forced 
to  appear  before  the  Police,  and  began 
to  tell  my  ftory  in  French,  which  was, 
that  the  poor  bead  had  to  do  with  a 
worfe  beaft  than  himfelf,  namely  his  maf- 
ter,  who  had  driven  him  all  the  day  be- 
fore (Jehu  like),  and  that  he  had  neither 
had  corn>  or  hay,  therefore  I  was  not  to 
pay  for  the  horfe — but  I  might  as  well 
have  whiftled,  as  have  fpoke  French, 
and  I  believe  my  Latin  was  equal  to  my 
uncle  Toby's  Lilabulero — being  not  un- 
derftood becaufe  of  its  purity,  but  by 
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dint  of  words  I  forced  my  judge  to  do  me 
juftice — no  common  thing,  by  the  way, 
in  France. — My  wife  and  daughter  are 
arrived — the  latter  does  nothing  but  look 
out  of  the  window,  and  complain  of  the 
torment  of  being  frizled. — I  wifh  me  may 
ever  remain  a  child  of  nature — I  hate 
children  of  art. 

I  hope  this  will  find  your  ladyfhip 
well— and  that  you  will  be  kind  enough 
to  direct  to  me  at  Touloufe,  which  place 
I  mall  fet  out  for  very  foon.  I  am,  with 
truth  and  fincerity, 

Your  Ladyfhip's 
Moft  faithful 

L»  STERNE* 


LETTER    XXX. 

TO  MR.  E. 
DEAR  S'IR,  Paris,  July  12,  1762. 

wife    and    daughter   arrived  here 
fafe  and  found  on  Thurfday,   and 
are  in  high  raptures  with  the  fpeed  and 

VOL. IX.  H 
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pleafantnefs  of  their  journey,  and  parti- 
cularly of  all  they  fee  and  meet  with 
here.  But  in  their  journey  from  York 
to  Paris  nothing  has  given  them  a  more 
lenfible  and  lading  pleafure  than  the 
marks  of  kindnefs  they  received  from 
you  and  Mrs.  E.— The  friendship,  good- 
will, and  politenefs  of  my  two  friends  I 
never  doubted  to  me,  or  mine,  and  I  re- 
turn you  both  all  a  grateful  man  is  ca- 
pable of,  which  is  merely  my  thanks.  I 
have  taken,  however,  the  liberty  of  fend- 
ing an  Indian  taffety,  which  Mrs.  E. 
muft  do  me  the  honour  to  wear  for  my 
wife's  fake,  who  would  have  got  it  made 
up,  but  that  Mr.  Stanhope,  the  Conful 
of  Algiers,  who  fets  off  to-morrow 
morning  for  London,  has  been  fo  kind 
(I  mean  his  lady)  as  to  take  charge  of 
it ;  and  we  had  but  juft  time  to  procure 
it ;  and  had  we  miffed  that  opportunity, 
as  we  mould  have  been  obliged  to  have 
left  it  behind  us  at  Paris,  we  knew  not 
when  or  how  to  get  it  to  our  friend. — I 
wifh  it  had  been  better  worth  a  para- 
graph. If  there  is  any  thing  we  can 
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buy  or  procure  for  you  here  (intelli- 
gence included),  you  have  a  right  to 
command  me — for  I  am  yours,  with 
my  wife  and  girl's  kind  love  to  you  and 
Mrs.  E. 

LAU.    STERNE. 


LETTER    XXXI. 

TO  J H s , 

Touloufe,  Auguft  12,  1762. 

MY    DEAR    H. 

T>  v  the  time  you  have  got  to  the  end 
^  of  this  long  letter,  you  will  per- 
ceive that  I  have  not  been  able  to  an- 
fwer  your  laft  till  now — I  have  had  the 
intention  of  doing  it  almofl  as  often  as 
my  prayers  in  my  head — 'tis  thus  we 
ufe  our  beft  friends— What  an  infamous 
flory  is  that  you  have  told  me !— After 
fome  little  remarks  on  it,  the  reft  of  my 
letter  will  go  on,  like  filk.  **** — is 
a  good-natured  old  eafy  fool,  and  has 
been  deceived  by  the  moft  artful  of  her 
H  2 
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fex,  and  fhe  muft  have  abundance  of 
impudence  and  charlatanery,  to  have 
carried  on  fuch  a  farce.  I  pity  the 
old  man  for  being  taken  in  for  fo  much 
money — a  man  of  fenfe  I  mould  have 
laughed  at — My  wife  faw  her  when  in 
town,  and  me  had  not  the  appearance  of 
poverty ;  but  when  fhe  wants  to  melt 
#*#*'s  heart,  fhe  puts  her  gold  watch 
and  diamond  rings  in  her  drawer. — But 
he  might  have  been  aware  of  her.  I 
could  not  have  been  miftaken  in  her 
character — and  'tis  odd  fhe  mould  talk 
of  her  wealth  to  one,  and  tell  another 
the  reverfe — fo  good  night  to  her — 
About  a  week  or  ten  days  before  my 
wife  arrived  at  Paris,  I  had  the  fame 
accident  I  had  at  Cambridge,  of  breaking 
a  vefifel  in  my  lungs.  It  happened  in 
the  night,  and  I  bled  the  bed  full,  and 
finding  in  the  morning  I  was  likely  to 
bleed  to  death,  I  fent  immediately  for  a 
furgeon  to  bleed  me  at  both  arms — this 
faved  me,  and,  with  lying  fpeechlefs 
three  days,  I  recovered  upon  my  back 
in  bedj  the  breach  healed,  and,  in  a 
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week  after,  I  got  out — This,  with  my 
weaknefs  and  hurrying  about,  made  me 
think  it  high  time  to  hafte  to  Touloufe.— 
We  have  had  four  months  of  fuch  heats 
that  the  oldeft  Frenchman  never  remem- 
bers the  like — 'twas  as  hot  as  Nebuchad- 
nezzar's oven,  and  never  has  relaxed  one 
hour — in  the  height  of  this,  'twas  our 
deftiny  (or  rather  deftru&ion)  to  fet  out 
by  way  of  Lyons,  Montpellier,  &c.  to 
morten,  I  trow,  our  fufferings — Good 
God!— but  'tis  over — and  here  I  am  in 
my  own  houfe,  quite  fettled  by  M — 's 
aid,  and  good-natured  offices,  for  which 
I  owe  him  more  than  I  can  exprefs,  or 
know  how  to  pay  at  prefent — 'Tis  in 
the  prettied  fituation  in  Touloufe,  with 
near  two  acres  of  garden — the  houfe  too 
good  by  half  for  us — well  furnifhed,  for 
which  I  pay  thirty  pounds  a  year. — I 
have  got  a  good  cook — my  wife  a  de- 
cent femme  de  chambre,  and  a  good  look- 
ing laquais — The  Abbe  has  planned  our 
expences,  and  fet  us  in  fuch  a  train,  we 
cannot  eafily  go  wrong — though  by  the 
bye,  thed 1  is  feldom  found  fleeping 
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under  a  hedge.  Mr.  Trotter  dined  with 
me  the  day  before  I  left  Paris — I  took 
care  'to  fee  all  executed  according  to  your 
directions — but  Trotter,  I  dare  fay,  by 
this,  has  wrote  to  you — I  made  him 
happy  beyond  expreffion  with  your  Crazy 
Tales,  and  more  fo  with  its  frontif- 
piece. — I  am  in  fpirits,  writing  a  crazy 
chapter — with  my  face  turned  towards 
thy  turret — JTis  now  I  wifh  all  warmer 
climates,  countries,  and  every  thing 
elfe,  at  ,  that  feparates  me  from 

our  paternal  feat — ce  fera  la  ou  repofcra 
?na  cendre — et  cefera  la  ou  mon  coufm  vien- 
dra  repondre  les  pleurs  dues  a  notre  amitie. 
— -I  am  taking  aifes  milk  three  times  a 
day,  and  cows  milk  as  often — I  long  to 
fee  thy  face  again  once  more — Greet  the 
Colonel  kindly  in  my  name,  and  thank 
him  cordially  from  me  for  his  many 
civilities  to  Madame  and  Mademoifelle 
Shandy  at  York,  who  fend  all  due  ac- 
knowledgments. The  humour  is  over 
for  France,  and  Frenchmen,  but  that  is 
not  enough  for  your  affectionate  coufm, 

L.  S. 
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(A  year  will  tire  us  all  out,  I  trow) 
but  thank  Heaven  the  poft  brings  me 
a  letter  from  my  Anthony — I  felicitate 
you  upon  what  Meffrs.  the  Reviewers 
allow  you — they  have  too  much  judg- 
ment themfelves  not  to  allow  you  what 
you  are  actually  poffefled  of,  "  talents, 
wit,  and  humour." — Well,  write  on, 
my  dear  coufin,  and  be  guided  by  thy 
own  fancy. —  Oh!  how  I  envy  you  all 
at  Crazy  Caftle  ! — I  could  like  to  fpend 
a  month  with  you — and  mould  return 
back  again  for  the  vintage. — I  honour 
the  man  that  has  given  the  world  an 
idea  of  our  parental  feat — 'tis  well  done 
— I  look  at  it  ten  times  a  day  with  a 
quando  te  afplciam  ? — Now  farewell — 
remember  me  to  my  beloved  Colonel 
—greet  Panty  mod  lovingly  on  my  be- 

half,     and    if    Mrs.    C and    Mifs 

C ,    &c.    are    at    G — ,   greet  them 

likewife  with  a  holy  kifs — So  God  blefs 
you. 


H  4 
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LETTER    XXXII. 

TO    MR.    FOLEY,    AT    PARIS. 

Touloufe,  Augufl  14,  1762. 

MY    DEAR    FOLEY, 

A  FTER  many  turnings  (alias  digref- 
•*^  fions),  to  fay  nothing  of  downright 
overthrows,  flops,  and  delays,  we  have 
arrived  in  three  weeks  at  Touloufe, 
and  are  now  fettled  in  our  houfes  with 
fervants,  &c.  about  us,  and  look  as 
compofed  as  if  we  had  been  here  feven 
years. — In  our  journey  we  fufiered  fo 
much  from  the  heats,  it  gives  me  pain 
to  remember  it — I  never  faw  a  cloud 
from  Paris  to  Nifmes  half  as  broad  as  a 
twenty-four  fols  piece. — Good  God !  we 
were  toafted,  roafted,  grill'd,  ftew'd  and 
carbonaded  on  one  fide  or  other  all  the 
way — and  being  all  done  enough  (ajjez 
cults)  in  the  day,  we  were  eat  up  at 
night  by  bugs,  and  other  unfwept  out 
vermin,  the  legal  inhabitants  (if  length 
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of  pofleffion  gives  right)  of  every  inn 
we  lay  at — Can  you  conceive  a  worfe 
accident  than  that  in  fuch  a  journey, 
in  the  hotted  day  and  hour  of  it,  four 
miles  from  either  tree  or  fhrub  which  could 
call  a  fliade  of  the  fize  of  one  of  Eve's 
fig  leaves  — that  we  mould  break  a  hind 
wheel  into  ten  thoufand  pieces,  and  be 
obliged  in  confequence  to  fit  five  hours 
on  a  gravelly  road,  without  one  drop 
of  water,  or  poffibility  of  getting  any—- 
To mend  the  matter,  my  two  poftil- 
lions  were  two  dough-hearted  fools,  and 
fell  a  crying — Nothing  was  to  be  done ! 
By  heaven,  quoth  I,  pulling  off  my 
coat  and  waiftcoat,  fomething  mall  be 
done,  for  I'll  thrafh  you  both  within  an 
inch  of  your  lives — and  then  make  you 
take  each  of  you  a  horfe,  and  ride  like 
two  devils  to  the  next  poft  for  a  cart  to 
carry  my  baggage,  and  a  wheel  to  carry 
purfelves — Our  luggage  weighed  ten 
quintals — 'twas  the  fair  of  Baucaire — all 
the  world  was  going,  or  returning — we 
were  afk'd  by  every  foul  who  pafsM  by 
us,  if  we  were  going  to  the  fair  of  Bau- 
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caire — No  wonder,  quoth  I,  we  have 
goods  enough  !  vous  avez  raifon,  mes  amis. 
Well !  here  we  are  after  all,  my  dear 
friend — and  mod  delicioufly  placed  at 
the  extremity  of  the  town,  in  an  excel- 
lent houfe  well  furnifh'd  and  elegant 
beyond  any  thing  I  lookM  for — 'Tis 
built  in  the  form  of  a  hotel,  with  a 
pretty  court  towards  the  town — and  be- 
hind, the  beft  garden  in  Touloufe,  laid 
out  in  ferpentine  walks,  and  fo  large, 
that  the  company  in  our  quarter  ufually 
come  to  walk  there  in  the  evenings,  for 
which  they  have  my  confent — "  the 
more  the  merrier." — The  houfe  con- 
fifts  of  a  good  falle  a  manger  above  ft  airs 
joining  to  the  very  great  falle  a  compagnie 
as  large  as  the  Baron  d'Holbach's ; 
three  handfome  bed-chambers  with  dreiT- 
ing  rooms  to  them — below  flairs  two 
very  good  rooms  for  myfelf,  one  to  ftudy 
in,  the  other  to  fee  company. — I  have 
moreover  cellars  round  the  court,  and 
all  other  offices — Of  the  fame  land- 
lord I  have  bargained  to  have  the  ufe 
of  a  country-houfe  which  he  has  two 
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miles  out  of  town,  fo  that  myfelf  'and 
all  my  family  have  nothing  more  to  do 
than  to  take  our  hats  and  remove  from 

the  one  to  the  other My  landlord  is 

moreover  to  keep  the  gardens  in  order 
— and  what  do  you  think  I  am  to  pay 
for  all  this  ?  neither  more  or  lefs  than 
thirty  pounds  a  year— all  things  are 
cheap  in  proportion — fo  we  mail  live 
for  very  very  little. — I  dined  yefterday 

with  Mr.  H ;  he  is  moft  pleafantly 

fituated,  and  they  are  all  well. — As  for 

the  books  you  have  received  for  D , 

the  bookfeller  was  a  fool  not  to  fend 
the  bill  along  with  them — I  will  write 
to  him  about  it. — I  wifh  you  was  with 
me  for  two  months  j  it  would  cure  you 
of  all  evils  ghoftly  and  bodily — but  this, 
like  many  other  wifhes  both  for  you  and 
myfelf,  muft  have  its  completion  elfe- 
where — Adieu,  my  kind  friend,  and  be- 
lieve that  I  love  you  as  much  from 
inclination  as  reafon,  for 

I  am  moft  truly  yours, 

L.  STERNt. 
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My  wife  and  girl  join  in  compli- 
ments to  you — My  bed  refpefts  to  my 
worthy  Baron  d'Holbach  and  all  that 
fociety — Remember  me  to  my  friend 
Mr.  Panchaud. 


LETTER    XXXIII. 
TO  j H s ,  ESQ. 

MY    DEAR    H.  Touloufe,    Oft.   19,    1762. 

T  RECEIVED  your  letter  yefterday — fo 
•*•  it  has  been  travelling  from  Crazy 
Caftle  to  Touloufe  full  eighteen  days — 
If  I  had  nothing  to  ftop  me  I  would  en- 
gage to  fet  out  this  morning,  and  knock 
at  Crazy  Caftle  gates  in  three  days  lefs 
time — by  which  time  I  mould  find  you 
and  the  Colonel,  Panty,  &c.  all  alone 
—the  feafon  I  moft  wiffi  and  like  to  be 
with  you — I  rejoice  from  my  heart, 
down  to  my  reins,  that  you  have 
fnatch'd  fo  many  happy  and  funftiiny 
days  out  of  the  hands  of  the  blue  devils 
—If  we  live  to  meet  and  join  our  forces 
as  heretofore,  we  will  give  thefe  gentry 
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a  drubbing — and  turn  them  for  ever 
out  of  their  ufurped  citadel — fome  le- 
gions of  them  have  been  put  to  flight 
already  by  your  operations  this  laft  cam- 
paign— and  I  hope  to  have  a  hand  in 
difperfmg  the  remainder  the  firft  time 
my  dear  coufm  fets  up  his  banners  again 

under  the  fquare  tower But  what  art 

thou  meditating  with  axes  and  hammers  ? 
•— "  /  know  the  pride  and  the  naught'mefs 
of  thy  heart"  and  thou  loveft  the 
fweet  vifions  of  architraves,  friezes  and 
pediments  with  their  tympanums,  and 
thou  had  found  out  a  pretence,  a  ra'ifon 
de  cinq  cent  litres  Jlerling  to  be  laid  out 
in  four  years,  &c.  &c.  (fo  as  not  to  be 
felt,  .which  is  always  added  by  the 

d 1  as  a  bait)  to  juftify  thyfelf  unto 

thyfelf— It  may  be  very  wife  to  do  this 
•—but  'tis  wifer  to  keep  one's  money  in 
one's  pocket,  whilft  there  are  wars  without 
and  rumours  of  wars  within.  St.  — — 
advifes  his  difciples  to  fell  both  coat  and 
waiftcoat — and  go  rather  without  Ihirt 
or  fword,  than  leave  no  money  in  their 
fcrip  to  go  to  Jerufalem  with— Now 
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thofe  quatre  am  confecutifs,  my  dear  An- 
thony, are  the  mod  precious  morfels  of 
thy  life  to  come  (in  this  world),  and  thou 
v/ilt  do  well  to  enjoy  that  morfel  with- 
out cares,  calculations,  and  curfes,  and 
damns,  and  debts— for  as  fure  as  ftone 
is  (lone,  and  mortar  is  mortar,  &c. 
'twill  be  one  of  the  many  works  of  thy 
repentance — But  after  all,  if  the  Fates 
have  decreed  it,  as  you  and  I  have  fome 
time  fuppofed  it  on  account  of  your 
generofity,  "  that  you  are  never  to  be  a 
monled  man"  the  decree  will  be  fulfilled 
whether  you  adorn  your  caftle  and  line 
it  with  cedar,  and  paint  it  within  fide 
and  without  fide  with  vermilion,  or  not 
— et  cele  stant  (having  a  bottle  of  Fron- 
tiniac  and  glafs  at  my  right  hand)  I 
drink,  dear  Anthony,  to  thy  health  and 
happinefs,  and  to  the  final  accomplifh- 
ments  of  all  thy  lunary  and  fublunary 
proje&s. — For  fix  weeks  together,  after 
I  wrote  my  laft  letter  to  you,  my  pro- 
jects were  many  {lories  higher,  for  I 
was  all  that  time,  as  I  thought,  jour- 
neying on  to  the  other  world— I  fell 
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ill  of  an  epidemic  vile  fever  which  killed 
hundreds  about  me — The  phyficians  here 
are  the  erranteft  charlatans  in  Europe, 
or  the  moft  ignorant  of  all  pretending 
fools — I  withdrew  what  was  left  of  me 
out  of  their  hands,  and  recommended  my 
affairs  entirely  to  Dame  Nature — She 
(dear  goddefs)  has  faved  me  in  fifty  dif- 
ferent pinching  bouts,  and  I  begin  to 
have  a  kind  of  enthufiafm  now  in  her 
favour,  and  in  my  own,  that  one  or 
two  more  efcapes  will  make  me  believe 
I  (hall  leave  you  all  at  laft  by  tranf- 
lation,  and  not  by  fair  death.  I  am 
now  ftout  and  foolifh  again  as  a  happy 
man  can  wiih  to  be — and  am  bufy  play- 
ing the  fool  with  my  uncle  Toby,  whom 
I  have  got  foufed  over  head  and  ears  in 
love.— I  have  many  hints  and  projects 
for  other  works  j  all  will  go  on  I  trufl 
as  I  wifli  in  this  matter. — When  I  have 
reaped  the  benefit  of  this  winter  at  Tou- 
loufe — I  cannot  fee  I  have  any  thing 
more  to  do  with  it  ;  therefore  after  hav- 
ing gone  with  my  wife  and  girl  to  Bag- 
nieres,  I  fhall  return  from  whence  I  came 
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Now  my  wife  wants  to  flay  anothef 

year  to  fave  money,  and  this  oppofition 
of  wifhes,  though  it  will  not  be  as  four 
as  lemon,  yet  'twill  not  be  as  fweet  as 
fugar-candy. — I  wifh  T —  would  lead 
Sir  Charles  to  Touloufe ;  'tis  as  good  as 
any  town  in  the  South  of  France — for 
my  own  part,  'tis  not  to  my  talte  — but  I 
believe,  the  ground-work  of  my  ennui  is 
more  to  the  eternal  platitude  of  the 
French  chara&ers — little  variety,  no  ori- 
ginality in  it  at  all — than  to  any  other 
caufe — for  they  are  very  civil — but  civil- 
ity itfelf,  in  that  uniform,  wearies  and 
bodders  one  to  death — If  I  do  not 
mind,  I  mall  grow  mofl  flupid  and  fen- 
tentious — Mifs  Shandy  is  hard  at  it  with 
mufic,  dancing,  and  French  fpeaking, 
in  the  laft  of  which  me  does  a  merveille^ 
and  fpeaks  it  with  an  excellent  ac- 
cent, confidering  me  practifes  within 
fight  of  the  Pyrenean  Mountains. — If 
the  fnows  will  fuffer  me,  I  propofe  to 
fpend  two  or  three  months  at  Barege, 
or  Bagnieres,  but  my  dear  wife  is 
againft  all  fchemes  of  additional  ex- 
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pences— which  wicked  propenfity  (tho* 
not  of  defpotic  power)  yet  I  cannot  fuffer 
: — tho'  by  the  bye  laudable  enough — 
But  me  may  talk— I  will  do  my  own 
way,  [and  me  will  acquiefce  without  a 
word  of  debate  on  the  fubjedl. — Who 
can  fay  fo  much  in  praife  of  his  wife  ? 

Few  I  trow. — M is  out  of  town  vin- 

taging — fo  write  to  me  Monfieur  Sterne, 
gentilhomme  Anglois — 'twill  find  me — We 
are  as  much  out  of  the  road  of  all  intel- 
ligence here  as  at  the  Cape  of.  Good 
Hope — fo  write  a  long  nonfenfical  letter 
like  this,  now  and  then,  to  me — in  which 
fay  nothing  but  what  may  be  fhewn. 
(tho'  I  love  every  paragraph  and  fpirited 
flroke  of  your,  pen  others  might  not,) 
for  you  muft  know,  a  letter  no  fooner 
arrives  from  England  but  curiofity  is 
upon  her  knees  to  know  the  contents 

Adieu,  dear  H.  believe  me 

Your  affectionate 

L.   STERNE. 

We  have  had  bitter  cold  weather  here 
thefe   fourteen   days — which   has  obliged 

VOL.  IX.  I 
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us  to  fit  with  whale  pagells  of  wood 
lighted  up  to  our  nofes — 'tis  a  dear  ar- 
ticle— but  every  thing  elfe  being  ex- 
treme cheap,  Madame  keeps  an  excel- 
lent good  houfe,  with  foupe,  bouilli,  roti, 
— &c.  &c.  for  two  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds  a  year. 

LETTER    XXXIV. 
TO    MR.  FOLEY,    AT    PARIS. 

Touloufe,  November  9,  1762. 

MY    DEAR    FOLEY, 

T  HAVE  had  this  week  your  letter  on 
my  table,  and  hope  you  will  forgive 
my  not  anfwering  it  fooner — and  even 
to-day  I  can  but  write  you  ten  lines, 
being  engaged  at  Mrs.  M — Js.  I  would 
not  omit  one  poft  more  acknowledging 
the  favour — In  a  few  pofts  I  will  write 
you  a  long  one  gratis,  that  is  for  love 
— Thank  you  for  having  done  what  I 
defired  you — and  for  the  future  direcl: 
to  me  under  cover  at  Monfieur  Brouffe's 
— -I  receive  all  letters  through  him 
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more  punctual  and  fooner  than  when 
left  at  the  poft-houfe 

H Js  family  greet  you  with  mine 

— we  are  much  together,  and  never  for- 
get you — forget  me  not  to  the  Baron — 
and  all  the  circle — nor  to  your  domeflic 
circle— 

I  am  got  pretty  well,  and  fport  much 
with  my  uncle  Toby  in  the  volume  I 
am  now  fabricating  for  the  laughing 
part  of  the  world — for  the  melancholy 
part  of  it,  I  have  nothing  but  my  pray- 
ers— fo  God  help  them. — I  mail  hear 
from  you  in  a  poft  or '  two  at  leaft  after 
you  receive  this — in  the  mean  time, 
dear  Foley,  adieu,  and  believe  no  man 
wifhes  or  efteems  you  more  than  your 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    XXXV. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
Touloufe,  Wednefday,  Dec.  3,  1762. 

DEAR    FOLEY, 

T  HAVE  for  this  laft  fortnight  every 
"*•  poft-day  gone  to  Meffrs.  B  and 
fons,  in  expectation  of  the  pleafure  of  a 
letter  from  you  with  the  remittance  I 
defired  you  to  fend  me  here. — When  a 
man  has  no  more  than  half  a  dozen 
guineas  in  his  pocket— and  a  thoufand 
miles  from  home — and  in  a  country, 
where  he  can  as  foon  raife  the  d — 1,  as 
a  fix  livre  piece  to  go  to  market  with  in 
cafe  he  had  changed  his  laft  guinea — 
you  will  not  envy  my  fituation — God 
blefs  you — remit  me  the  balance  due 
upon  the  receipt  of  this. — We  are  all 
at  H — 's,  practifmg  a  play  we  are  to 
aft  here  this  Chriftmas  holidays — all  the 
Dramatis  Perfonas  are  of  the  Englifh, 
of  which  we  have  a  happy  fociety  living 
together  like  brothers  and  fifters — Your 

4  . 
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banker  here  has  juft  fent  me  word  the 
tea  Mr.  H.  wrote  for  is  to  be  deli- 
vered into  my  hands — 'tis  all  one  into 
whofe  hands  the  treafure  falls — we  (hall 
pay  Broufle  for  it  the  day  we  get  it—- 
We join  in  our  moft  friendly  refpefts, 
and  believe  me,  dear  Foley,  truly 
yours, 

L.  STERNE. 

LETTER    XXXVI. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
MY    DEAR    FOLEY,         Touloufe,  Dec.  If,  I"j6t. 

rpHE  poft  after  I  wrote  laft,  I  receiv- 
•••  ed  yours  with  the  inclofed  draught 
npon  the  receiver,  for  which  I  return 
you  all  thanks — I  have  received  this 
day  likewife  the  box  and  tea  all  fafe  and 
found — fo  we  mall  all  of  us  be  in  our 
cups  this  Chriftmas,  and  drink  with- 
out fear  or  flint.— We  begin  to  live 
extremely  happy,  and  are  all  together 
every  night  —  fiddling,  laughing  and 
'3 
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fmging,  and  cracking  jokes.  You  will 
fcarce  believe  the  news  I  tell  you— 
There  are  a  company  of  Englifh  ftroll- 
ers  arrived  here,  who  are  to  act  come- 
dies all  the  Chriftmas,  and  are  now 
bufy  in  making  dreffes,  and  preparing 
fOme  of  our  beft  comedies — Your 
wonder  will  ceafe,  when  I  inform  you 
thefe  ftrollers  are  your  friends  with  the 
reft  of  our  fociety,  to  whom  I  propofed 
this  fcheme  foulagement — and  I  affaire  you 
we  do  well. — The  next  week,  with  a 
grand  orcheftra,  we  play  the  Bufy  Body 
—and  the  Journey  to  London  the  week 
after ;  but  I  have  fome  thoughts  of 
adapting  it  to  our  fituation — and  mak- 
ing it  the  Journey  to  Touloufe,  which, 
with  the  change  of  half  a  dozen  fcenes, 
may  be  eafily  done. — Thus,  my  dear  F. 
for  want  of  fomething  better  we  have 
recourfe  to  ourfelves,  and  ftrike  out  the 
bed  amufements  we  can  from  fuch  ma- 
terials.— My  kind  love  and  friendmip  to 
all  my  true  friends — My  fervice  to  the 

reft.     H- Js  family  have  juft  left  me, 

having  been   this  laft  week  with    us — , 
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they  will  be  with  me  all  the  holidays. — • 
In  fummer  we  fhall  vilit  them,  and  fo 
balance  hofpitalities. 

Adieu, 

Yours  mofl  truly, 

L.  STERNE* 
LETTER    XXXVII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

DEAR  FOLEY,         Touloufe,  M^rcK  29,  1^63. 
rr^HouoH  that's  a  miftake !  I  mean 
**  **•    the  date  of  the  place,   for  I  write 
at  Mr.  H — 's  in  the  country,  and  have 
been  there  with  my  people  all  the  week 
-*-"  How  does  Triftram  do  ?"  you  fay  in 
yours  to  him — faith  but  fo  fo— the  worft 
of  human   maladies   is  poverty — though 
that  is  a  fecond  lie — for  poverty  of  fpirit 
is   worfe  than    poverty  of  purfe  by  ten 
thoufand  per  cent* — I   inclofe  you  a  re- 
medy for  the  one,  a  draught  of  a  hun* 
dred  and  thirty  pounds,  for  which  I  in* 
14 
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fifl  upon  a  refcription  by  the  very  return 
—or  I  will  fend  you  and  all  your  com- 

miflaries  to  the  d 1. — I  do  not  hear 

they  have  tafted  of  one  flefhy  banquet 
all  this  Lent — you  will  make  an  excellent 
grille,  P —  they  can  make  nothing  of 
him,  but  bouillon — I  mean  my  other  two 
friends  no  ill — fo  mail  fend  them  a  re- 
prieve as  they  a&ed  out  of  neceffity— 
not  choice — My  kind  refpefts  to  Baron 
d'Holbach,  and  all  his  houfehold — Say 
all  that's  kind  for  me  to  my  other  friends 
— you  know  how  much,  dear  Foley,  I 
am  yoursj 

L.  STERNE. 

I  have  not  five  Louis  to  vapour  with 
in  this  land  of  coxcombs—My  wife's 
compliments. 
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LETTER    XXX  VII  I. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
DEAR    FOLEY,  Touloufe,  April  1 8,   176$. 

IT  THANK  you  for  your  punctuality  in 
fending  me  the  refcription,  and  for 
your  box  by  the  courier,  which  came 
fafe  by  lad  poft. — I  was  not  furprifed 
much  with  your  account  of  Lord  ***** 
being  obliged  to  give  way— and  for  the 
reft,  all  follows  in  courfe. — I  fuppofe  you 
will  endeavour  to  fifti  and  catch  fome- 
thing  for  yourfelf  in  thefe  troubled  wa- 
ters—at lead  I  wim  you  all  a  reafonable 
man  can  wifh  for  himfelf — which  is  wifh- 
ing  enough  for  you— all  the  reft  is  in 
the  brain — Mr.  Woodhoufe  (whom  you 
know)  is  alfo  here — he  is  a  moft  amiable 
worthy  man,  and  I  have  the  pleafure  of 
having  him  much  with  me — in  a  fhort 
time  he  proceeds  to  Italy. — The  firft 
week  in  June,  I  decamp  like  a  patriarch 
with  my  whole  houfehold,  to  pitch  our 
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tents  for  three  months  at  the  foot  of  the 
Pyrenean  Hills  at  Bagnieres,  where  I 
expect  much  health  and  much  amufe- 
ment  from  the  concourfe  of  adventurers 
from  all  corners  of  the  earth. — Mrs. 

M fets     out,     at    the    fame    time, 

for  another  part  of  the  Pyrenean  Hills, 
at  Courtray — from  whence  to  Italy— 
This  is  the  general  plan  of  operation 
here — except  that  I  have  fome  thoughts 
of  fpending  the  winter  at  Florence,  and 
crofling  over  with  my  family  to  Leghorn 
by  water — and  in  April  of  returning  by 
way  of  Paris  home — but  this  is  a  fketch 
only,  for  in  all  things  I  am  governed  by 
circumftances — fo  that  what  is  fit  to  be 
done  on  Monday,  may  be  very  unwife 
on  Saturday — On  all  days  of  the  week, 
believe  me  yours, 

With  unfeigned  truth, 

L.  STERNE. 

P.  S.    All    compliments    to    my   Pa- 
rifian  friends. 
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LETTER    XXXIX. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Touloufe,  April  29,  1763,, 

MY    DEAR    FOLEY, 

T  AST  poft  my  agent  wrote  me  word 
•*—'  he  would  fend  up  from  York  a  bill 
for  fourfcore  guineas,  with  orders  to  be 
paid  into  Mr.  Sel  win's  hands  for  me. 
This  he  faid  he  would  expedite  immedi- 
ately, fo  'tis  poffible  you  may  have  had 
advice  of  it — and  'tis  poffible  alfo  the 
money  may  not  be  paid  this  fortnight; 
therefore,  as  I  fet  out  for  Bagnieres  in 
that  time,  be  fo  good  as  to  give  me  credit 
for  the  money  for  a  few  pofts  or  fo,  and 
fend  me  either  a  refcription  for  the  mo- 
ney, or  a  draught  for  it — at  the  receipt 
o£  which,  we  mail  decamp  for  ten  or 
twelve  weeks — You  .will  receive  twenty 
pounds  more  on  my  account,  which  fend 
alfo — So  much  for  that — as  for  pleafure 
—you  have  it  all  amongfl  you  at  Paris — 
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we  have  nothing  here  which  deferves  the 
name — I  mall  fcarce  be  tempted  to  fo- 
journ  another  winter  in  Touloufe — for  I 
cannot  fay  it  fuits  my  health  as  I  hoped 
— 'tis  too  moift — and  I  cannot  keep 
clear  of  agues  here — fo  that  if  I  flay  the 
next  winter  on  this  fide  of  the  water—- 
'twill be  either  at  Nice  or  Florence— 
and  I  mail  return  to  England  in  April 
— Wherever  I  am,  believe  me,  dear 
Foley,  that  I  am 

Yours  faithfully, 

1,.  STERNE. 

Madame  and  Mademoifelle  prefent 
their  bed  compliments— Remember  me 
to  all  I  regard,  particularly  Meflrs.  Pan- 
chaud,  and  the  reft  of  your  houfehold. 
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LETTER    XL, 

TO    THE    SAME. 


Touloufe,  May  21,  1763. 

T  TOOK  the  liberty,  three  weeks  ago, 
•*•  to  defire  you  would  be  fo  kind  as  to 
fend  me  fourfcore  pounds,  having  re- 
ceived a  letter  the  fame  pofl  from  my 
agent,  that  he  would  order  the  money 
to  be  paid  to  your  correfpondent  in  Lon- 
don in  a  fortnight. — It  is  fome  difap- 
pointment  to  me  that  you  have  taken  no 
notice  of  my  letter,  efpecially  as  I  told 
you  we  waited  for  the  money  before  we 
let  out  for  Bagnieres — and  fo  little  dif- 
truft  had  I  that  fuch  a  civility  would  be 
refufed  me,  that  we  have  actually  had  all 
our  things  packed  up  thefe  eight  days, 
in  hourly  expectation  of  receiving  a  let- 
ter.— Perhaps  my  good  friend  has  waited 
till  he  heard  the  money  was  paid  in  Lon- 
don— but  you  might  have  trufted  to  my 
honour — that  all  the  cam  in  your  iron 
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box  (and  all  the  bankers  in  Europe  put 
together)  could  not  have  tempted  me  to 
fay  the  thing  that  is  not. — I  hope  before 
this  you  will  have  received  an  account  of 
the  money  being  paid  in  London — But 
it  would  have  been  taken  kindly,  if  you 
had  wrote  me  word  you  would  tranfmit 
me  the  money  when  you  had  received  it, 
but  no  fooner  ;  for  Mr.  R —  of  Mont- 
pellier,  though  I  know  him  not,  yet 
knows  enough  of  me  to  have  given  me 
credit  for  a  fortnight  for  ten  times  the 
fum. 

I  am,  dear  F — ,  your  friend 

and  hearty  well-wifher, 

L.  STERNE, 

I  faw  the  family  of  the  H —  yef- 

terday,  and  afked  them  if  you  was  in 
the  land  of  the  living — They  faid  yea — 
for  they  had  juft  received  a  letter  from 
you. — After  all,  I  heartily  forgive  you— 
for  you  have  done  me  a  fignal  fervice  in 
mortifying  me,  and  it  is  this,  I  am  de- 
termined to  grow  rich  upon  it, 
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Adieu,  and  God  fend  you  wealth  and 
happinefs — All  compliments  to—.  Before 
April  next  I  am  obliged  to  revifit  your 
metropolis  in  my  way  to  England. 

LETTER    XLI. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Touloufe,  June  9,  1763. 

MY    DEAR    FOLEY, 

1  THIS  moment  received  yours — con- 
•*•  fequently  the  moment  I  got  it  I  fat 
down  to  anfwer  it — So  much  for  a  logical 
inference. 

Now  believe  me  I  had  never  wrote 
you  fo  tefty  a  letter,  had  I  not  both 
loved  and  efteemed  you — and  it  was 
merely  in  vindication  of  the  rights  of 
friendfhip  that  I  wrote  in  a  way  as  if  I 
was  hurt — for  neglect  me  in  your  heart, 
I  knew  you  could  not,  without  caufe ; 
which  my  heart  told  me  I  never  had — or 
will  ever  give  you:— I  was  the  beft 
friends  with  you  that  ever  I  was  in  my 
life,  before  my  letter  had  got  a  league, 
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and  pleaded  the  true  excufe  for  my 
friend,  "  That  he  was  opprefled  with  a 
multitude  of  bufineis."  Go  on,  my 
dear  F.,  and  have  but  that  excuie  (fo 
much  do  I  regard  your  intereft),  that  I 
would  be  content  to  fuflfer  a  real  evil 
without  future  murmuring— but  in  truth, 
my  disappointment  was  partly  chimeri- 
cal at  the  bottom,  having  a  letter  of 
credit  for  two  hundred  pounds  from  a 
perfon  I  never  faw,  by  me— but  which, 
out  of  a  nicety  of  temper,  I  would  not 
make  any  ufe  of — I  fet  out  in  two  days 
for  Bagnieres,  but  direct  to  me  to 
Broufie,  who  will  forward  all  my  letters, 
— Dear  F — ,  adieu. — Believe  me 

Your  affectionately, 

L.  STERNZ. 
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LETTER    XLTL 

TO    THE    SAME. 

i 
DEAR    FOLEY,  Touloufe,  June  12,   1763. 

T  UCKILY  juft  before  I  was  ftepping 
•ftr^  into  my  chaife  for  Bagnieres,  has  a 
ftrayed  fifty  pound  bill  found  its  way 
to  me;  fo  I  have  fent  it  to  its  lawful 
owner  inclofed — My  noodle  of  an  agent, 
inftead  of  getting  Mr.  Selwin  to  advife 
you  he  had  received  the  money  (which 
would  have  been  enough)  has  got  a  bill 
for  it,  and  fent  it  rambling  to  the  fur- 
theft  part  of  France  after  me ;  and  if  it 
had  not  caught  me  juft  now,  it  might 
have  followed  me  into  Spain,  for  I  {hall 
crofs  the  Pyreneans,  and  fpend  a  week 
in  that  kingdom,  which  is  enough  for  a 
fertile  brain  to  write  a  volume  upon.— 
When  I  write  the  hiftory  of  my  travels 
—Memorandum!  I  am  not  to  forget 
how  honeft  a  man  I  have  for  a  banker  at 
Paris. — But,  my  dear  friend,  when  you 

VOL. IX.  K 
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fay  you  dare  truft  me  for  what  little 
occafions  I  may  have,  you  have  as  much 
faith  as  honefty  —  and  more  of  both  than 
of  good  policy.  —  I  thank  you  however  ten 
thoufand  times  —  and  except  fuch  liberty 
as  I  have  lately  taken  with  you  —  and  that 
too  at  a  pinch  —  I  fay  beyond  that  I  will 
not  trefpafs  upon  your  good-nature,  or 
friendlinefs,  to  ferve  me.  —  GOD  blefs  you, 
dear  F—  , 

I  am  yours  whilft 

L.    STERNE. 


LETTER    XLIII. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

DEAR  TO  LEY,          Montpellicr,  Oft.  5,  1763. 

T  AM  amamed  I  have  not  taken  an 
•*•  opportunity  of  thanking  yon  before 
now,  for  your  friendly  act  of  civility,  in 
ordering  Brouffe,  your  correfpondent  at 
Touloufe,  in  cafe  I  mould  have  occafion, 
to  pay  me  fifteen  hundred  livres—  which, 
as  I  knew  the  offer  came  from  vour 
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heart,  I  made  no  difficulty  of  accepting. 
— In  my  way  through  Touloufe  to  Mar- 
feilles,  where  we  have  been,  but  neither 
liking  the  place  nor  Aix  (particularly 
the  latter,  it  being,  a  parliament  town,  of 
which  Touloufe  has  given  me  a  furfeit), 
we  have  returned  here,  where  we  fhall 
refide  the  winter — My  wife  and  daughter 
purpofe  to  flay  a  year  at  leaft  behind  me, 
and  when  winter  is  over,  to  return  to 
Touloufe,  or  go  to  Montauban,  where 
they  will  ftay  till  they  return,  or  I  fetch 
them — For  myfelf,  I  fhall  fet  out  in 
February  for  England,  where  my  heart 
has  been  fled  thefe  fix  months — but  I 
mail  flay  a  fortnight  with  my  friends  at 
Paris;  though  I  verily  believe,  if  it  was 
not  for  the  pleafure  of  feeing  and  chat- 
tering with  you,  I  mould  pafs  on  directly 
to  Bruflels,  and  fo  on  to  Rotterdam, 
for  the  fake  of  feeing  Holland,  and  em- 
bark from  thence  to  London — But  I 
muft  flay  a  little  with  thofe  I  love  and 
have  fo  many  reafons  to  regard — you 
cannot  place  too  much  of  this  to  your 
own  fcore. — I  have  had  an  offer  of  going 
K  3 
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to  Italy  a  fortnight  ago — but  I  muft  like 
my  fubjecl:  as  well  as  the  the  terms, 
neither  of  which  were  to  my  mind. — 
Pray  what  Englifh  have  you  at  Paris? 
where  is  my  young  friend  Mr.  F —  ?  We 
hear  of  three  or  four  Englifh  families 
coming  to  us  here — If  I  can  be  ferviceable 
to  any  you  would  ferve,  you  have  but  to 

write,— Mr.  H has  fent  my  friend 

W — 's  picture — You  have  feen  the  ori- 
ginal, or  I  would  have  fent  it  you — I 
believe  I  mall  beg  leave  to  get  a  copy  of 
my  own  from  yours,  when  I  come  in 
propria  perfona — till  when,  God  blefs  you, 
my  dear  friend,  and  believe  me 

Moil  faithfully  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    XLIV. 
TO    THE    SAME. 

Montpcllier,  Jan.  5,  1764. 

MY    DEAR     FRIEND, 

•\7"  o u  fee  I  cannot  pafs  over  the  fifth  of 
the  month  without  thinking  of  you, 
and  writing  to  you — The  laft  is  a  peri- 
odical habit — the  firft  is  from  my  heart, 
and  I  do  it  oftner  than  I  remember — 
however,  from  both  motives  together  I 
maintain  I  have  a  right  to  the  pleafure 
of  a  fingle  line— be  it  only  to  fell .  me 
how  your  watch  goes — You  know  how 
much  happier  it  would  make  me  to  know 
that  all  things  belonging  to  you  went  on 
well. — You  are  going  to  have  them  all 

to  yourfelf  (I  hear),  and  that  Mr.  S =- 

is  true  to  his  firft  intention  of  leaving 
bufinefs — I  hope  this  will  enable  you  to 
accomplish  yours  in  a  fhorter  time,  that 
you  may  get  to  your  long-wifhed  for  re- 
treat of  tranquillity  and  filence — When 
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you  have  got  to  your  firefide,  and  into 
your  arm-chair  (and  by  the  bye,  have 
another  to  fpare  for  a  friend),  and  are  fo 
much  a  fovereign,  as  to  fit  in  your  furred 
cap,  if  you  like  it,  though  I  fhould  not 
(for  a  man's  ideas  are  at  leaft  the  cleaner 
for  being  drefled  decently),  why  then  it 
will  be  a  miracle  if  I  do  not  glide  in  like 
a  ghoft  upon  you — and  in  a  very  unghoft- 
like  fafhion  help  you  oft'  with  a  bottle  of 
your  beft  wine. 

January  15. — It  does  not  happen  every 
day  that  a  letter  begun  in  the  mofl  per- 
fect health,  mould  be  concluded  in  the 
greateft  weaknefs — I  wilh  the  vulgar 
high  and  low  do  not  fay  it  was  a  judg- 
ment upon  me,  for  taking  all  this  liberty 
with  ghofts — Be  it  as  it  may — I  took 
a  ride,  when  the  firft  part  of  this  was 
wrote,  towards  Perenas — and  returned 
home  in  a  fhivering  fit,  though  I  ought 
to  have  been  in  a  fever,  for  I  had  tired 
my  beaft ;  and  he  was  as  unmoveable  as 
Don  Quixotte's  wooden  horfe,  and  my 
arm  was  half  diflocated  in  whipping  him 
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—This,  quoth  I,  is  inhuman — No,  fays 
a  peafant  on  foot  behind  me,  I'll  drive 
him  home — fo  he  laid  on  his  pofteriors, 
but  'twas  needlefs — as  his  face  was  turned 
towards  Montpellier,  he  began  to  trot. 
—But  to  return,  this  fever  has  confined 
me  ten  days  in  my  bed — I  have  fuf- 
fered  in  this  fcuffle  with  death  terribly 
— but  unlefs  the  fpirit  of  prophecy  de- 
ceive me — I  mall  not  die  but  live — in 
the  mean  time.,  dear  F.  let  us  live  as  mer- 
rily, but  as  innocently  as  we  can-r-It  has 
ever  been  as  good,  if  not  better,  than  a 
bimoprick  to  me — and  I  defire  no  other 
— Adieu,  my  dear  friend,  and  believe  me 
yours, 

L.S. 

Pleafe  to  give  the  inclofed  to  Mr.  T— , 
and  tell  him  I  thank  him  cordially  from 
my  heart  for  his  great  good-will. 
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LETTER     XLV. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

Montpellier,  Jan.  20  [1764^. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND, 

TJ  EARING  by  Lord  Rochford  (who 
•"in  pafling  thro'  here  in  his  way  to 
Madrid  has  given  me  a  call),  that  my 
worthy  friend  Mr.  Fox  was  now  at 
Paris — I  have  inclofed  a  letter  to  him, 
which  you  will  prefent  in  courfe,  or  di- 
rect to  him. — I  fuppofe  you  are  full  of 
Englifh — but  in  fhort  we  are  here  as  if 
in  another  world,  where  unlefs  fome 
ftray'd  foul  arrives,  we  know  nothing 
of  what  is  going  on  in  yours — Lord 

•G s r  I  fuppofe  is  gone  from  Paris, 

or  I  had  wrote  alfo  to  him.  I  know 
you  are  as  bufy  as  a  bee,  and  have  few 
moments  to  yourfelf — neverthelefs  be- 
ftow  one  of  them  upon  an  old  friend, 
and  write,  me  a  line — and  if  Mr.  F.  is 
too  idle,  and  has  ought  to  fay  to  me, 
6 
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pray  write   a   fecond  line  for  him — We 

had  a  letter  from  Mifs  P this  week, 

who  it  feems  has  decamp'd  for  ever 
from  Paris— All  is  for  the  beft — which  is 
my  general  reflection  upon  many  things 
in  this  world— Well !  I  mail  fhortly 
come  and  fhake  you  by  the  hand  in  St. 
Sauveur — if  ftill  you  are  there. — My 
wife  returns  to .  Touloufe,  and  purpofes 
to  fpend  the  fummer  at  Bagnieres — I 
on  the  contrary  go  and  vifit  my  wife, 
the  church  in  Yorkfhire. — We  all  live 
the  longer — at  leaft  the  happier,  for 
having  things  our  own  way. — This  is 
my  conjugal  maxim — I  own  'tis  not  the 
bed  of  maxims — but  I  maintain  'tis 

not  the  word.     Adieu,  dear  F ,  and 

believe  me 

Yours  with  truth, 

I..  STERNE. 
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LETTER    XLVL 
TO    MRS.    F. 

-»r 

Montpellier,  Feb.  1,  1764. 

y  AM  preparing,  my  dear  Mrs.  F.  to 
*  leave  France,  for  I  am  heartily  tired 
of  it — That  infipidity  there  is  in  French 
characters  has  difgufted  your  friend 
Yorick. — I  have  been  daugeroufly'  ill, 
and  cannot  think  that  the  fharp  air  of 
Montpellier  has  been  of  fervice  to  me—- 
and fo  my  phyficians  told  me  when  they 
had  me  under  their  hands  for  above  a 
month— if  you  ftay  any  longer  here,  Sir, 
it  will  be  fatal  to  you — And  why,  good 
people,  were  you  not  kind  enough  to 
tell  rae  this  fooner  ? — After  having  dii- 
charged  them,  I  told  Mrs.  Sterne  that 
I  mould  fet  out  for  England  very  foon ; 
but  as  (lie  choofes  to  remain  in  France 
for  two  or  three  years,  I  have  no  objec- 
tion, except  that  I  wifh  my  girl  in  Eng- 
land,— The  ftates  of  Languedoc  are 
met — *tis  a  fine  raree-fhew,  with  the 
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uiual  accompaniments  of  fiddles,  bears, 
and  puppet-mews. — I  believe  I  mall 
ftep  into  my  poft  chaife  with  more  ala- 
crity to  fly  from  thefe  fights,  than  a 
Frenchman  would  to  fly  to  them — and 
except  a  tear  at  parting  with  my  little 
flut  I  fhall  be  in  high  fpirits ;  and  every 
ftep  I  take  that  brings  me  nearer  Eng- 
land, will  I  think  help  to  fet  this  poor 
frame  to  rights.  Now  pray  write  to  me, 
directed  to  Mr.  F.  at  Paris,  and  tell  me, 
what  I  am  to  bring  you  over. — How  do 
I  long  to  greet  all  my  friends  !  few  do  I 
value  more  than  yourfelf. — My  wife 
choofes  to  go  to  Montauban,  rather  than 
ftay  here,  in  which  I  am  truly  paflive. 
—If  ,this  mould  not  find  you  at  Bath, 
I  hope  it  will  be  forwarded  to  you,  as 
I  wifh  to  fulfil  your  commiflions — and 
fo  adieu — Accept  every  warm  wifh  for 
your  health,  and  believe  me  ever  yours, 

JU   STERNE. 

P.  S.  My  phyficians  have  almoft  poi- 
fbned  me  with  what  they  call  bouillons 
refraicbijfants — 'tis  a  cock  flayed  alive  and 
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boiled  with  poppy  feeds,  then  pounded 
in  a  mortar,  afterwards  pafs'd  thro*  a 
fieve — There  is  to  be  one  crawfifh  in  it, 
and  I  was  gravely  told  it  mud  be  a  male 
one — a  female  would  do  me  more  hurt 
than  good. 


LETTER    XLVII. 

TO    MISS    STERNE. 
MY  DEAR  LYDIA,  Paris,  May  15",  1764* 

T)  Y  this  time  I  fuppofe  your  mother 
•*-*  and  felf  are  fixed  at  Montauban, 
and  I  therefore  direft  to  your  banker,  to 
be  delivered  to  you. — I  acquiefced  in 
your  (laying  in  France — likewife  it  was 
your  mother's  wifh — but  I  muft  tell  you 
both  (that'unlefs  your  health  had  not 
been  a  plea  made  ufe  of)  I  mould  have 
\vifhed  you  both  to  return  with  me. — 
I  have  fent  you  the  Spectators,  and 
other  books,  particularly  Metaftafio ; 
but  I  beg  my  girl  to  read  the  former, 
and  only  make  the  latter  her  amufe- 
ment.— I  hope  you  have  not  forgot  my 
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laft  requeft,  to  make  no  friendfliips  with 
the    French   women — not    that    I   think 
ill   of  them   all,    but   fometimes  women 
of  the  beft  principles  are  the  moft  w//- 
nuatmg — nay   I    am  fo  jealous   of    you, 
that  I  mould  be  miferable  were  I  to  fee 
you  had   the   leaft  grain  of  coquetry  in 
your  compofition. — You  have  enough  to 
do — for  I  have   alfo  fent  you  a  guittar 
—and  as  you  have  no  genius  for  draw- 
ing (tho*  you  never  could  be  made  to 
believe    it),    pray   wafte   not    your   time 
about  it — Remember  to  write  to  me  as 
to  a  '  friend — in    fhort,    whatever   comes 
into  your  little  head,  and  then  it  will  be 
natural. — If   your    mother's    rheumatifm 
continues,  and  (he  choofes  to  go  to  Bag- 
nieres,    tell   her    not  to  be   flopped    for 
want  of    money,   for  my  purfe  mall  be 
as  open  as  my  heart.     I  have  preached 
at  the  Ambaflador's  chapel — Hezekiah  * 
— (an  odd  fubjecl:  your  mother  will  fay) 
There  was  a  concourfe  of  all  nations,  and 
religions  too. — I   mall   leave  Paris  in   a 

*  See  Vol.  vli.  Page  35. 
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few  days — I  am  lodged  in  the  fame  hotel 

with   Mr.   T ;    they  are   good   and 

generous  fouls — Tell  your  mother  that 
I  hope  me  will  write  to  me,  and  that 
when  me  does  fo,  I  may  alfo  receive  a 
letter  from  my  Lydia. 

Kifs  your  mother  from  me,    and  be- 
lieve me 

Your  affectionate 

L.    STERNE. 


LETTER    XLVIII. 

TO    MR.    FOLEY. 
MY    DEAR    FOLEY,  York,  Auguft  6,    1764. 

npHERE  is  a  young  lady  with  whom 
•*•  I  have  fent  a  letter  to  you,  who 
will  arrive  at  Paris  in  her  way  to  Italy 
— her  name  is  Mifs  Tuting ;  a  lady 
known  and  loved  by  the  whole  kingdom 
— if  you  can  be  of  any  aid  to  her  in  your 
advice,  &c.  as  to  her  journey,  &c. 
your  good  nature  and  politenefs  I  am 
fure  need  no  fpur  from  me  to  do  it.  I 
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was  forry  we  were  like  the  two  buckets 
of  a  well,  whilft  in  London,  for  we 
were  never  able  to  be  both  rcfident  to- 
gether the  month  I  continued  in  and 
about  the  environs.'  If  I  get  a  cough 
this  winter  which  holds  me  three  days, 
you  will  certainly  fee  me  at  Paris  the 
week  following,  for  now  I  abandon 
every  thing  in  this  world  to  health  and 
to  my  friends — for  the  laft  fermon  thai 
I  fiiall  ever  preach,  was  preach'd  at 
Paris — fo  I  am  altogether  an  idle  man, 
or  rather  a  free  one,  which  is  better. 
I  fent;  laft  poft,  twenty  pounds  to  Mrs, 
Sterne,  which  makes  a  hundred  pounds 
remitted  fmce  I  got  here. — You  muft 
pay  yourfelf  what  I  owe  you  out  of  it 
—and  place  the  reft  to  account. — Be- 
twixt this  and  Lady-day  next,  Mrs. 
Sterne  will  draw  from  time  to  time  upon 
you  to  about  the  amount  of  a  hundred 
louis — but  not  more — (I  think)  I  hav- 
ing left  her  a  hundred  in  her  pocket. 
— But  you  mail  always  have  money 
beforehand  of  mine— and  me  purpofes 
to  fpend  no  further  than  five  thoufand 
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livres  in  the  year— but  twenty  pounds 
this  way  or  that,  makes  no  difference 
between  us. Give  my  kindeft  com- 
pliments to  Mr,  P .  I  have  a  thou- 

fand  things  to  fay  to  you,  and  would  go 
half  way  to  Paris  to  tell  them  you 

in    your    ear;— The    Meflrs.    T , 

H 9    &c.    and    many  more   of   your 

friends  with  whom  I  am  now,  fend  their 
fervices — Mint  to  all  friends — Yours, 
dear  F.,  moil  truly, 

L.  STERNE, 


LETTER    XLIX. 

TO    J H S , 

September  4,   1764, 

Now,  my  dear,  dear  Anthony— I  da 
not  think  a  week  or  ten  days  play- 
ing the  good  fellow  (at  this  very  time) 
at  Scarborough  fo  abominable  a  thing 
—but  if  a  man  could  get  there  cleverly, 
and  every  foul  in  his  houfe  in  the  mind 
to  try  what  could  be  done  in  furtherance 
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thereof,  I  have  no  one  to  confult  in 
this  affair-—  therefore  as  a  man  may  do 
worfe  things,  the  Englifh  of  all  which 
is  this,  that  I  am  going  to  leaye  a  few 
poor  fheep  here  in  the  wildernefs  for 
fourteen  days — and  from  pride  and 
naughtinefs  of  heart  to  go  fee  what  is 
doing  at  Scarborough — ftedfaftly  mean- 
ing afterwards  to  lead  a  new  life  and 
flrengthen  my  faith. — Now  fome  folk 
fay  there  is  much  company  there — and 
fome  fay  not — and  I  believe  there  is  nei- 
ther the  one  or  the  other — but  will  be 
both,'  if  the  world  will  have  but  a 
month's  patience  or  fo. — No,  my  dear 

H -,     I    did    not    delay  fending   your 

letter  directly  to  the  poft. — As  there 
are  critical  times,  or  rather  turns  and 
revolutions  in  ***  humours,  I  knew 
not  what  the  delay  of  an  hour  might 
hazard — I  will  anfwer  for  him,  he  has 
feventy  times  feven  forgiven  you — and 
as  often  wifh'd  you  at  the  d — 1. — After 
many  ofcillations  the  pendulum  will  reft 
firm  as  ever. 

VOL.  IX.  L 
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I  fend  all  kind  compliments  to  Sir  C. 

D and    G — s.      I  love   them   from 

my  foul. — If  G 1   is   with  you,   him 

alfo. — I  go  on,  not  rapidly,  but  well 
enough  with  my  uncle  Toby's  amours 
— There  is  no  fitting,  and  cudgelling 
one's  brains  whilft  the  fun  mines  bright 
— 'twill  be  all  over  in  fix  or  feven 
weeks,  and  there  are  difmal  months 
enow  after  to  endure  fuffocation  by  a 
brimftone  fire-fide. — If  you  can  get  to 
Scarborough  do.— A  man  who  makes 
fix  tons  of  alum  a  week,  may  do  any 
thing — Lord  Granby  is  to  be  there 
what  a  temptation ! 

Yours  affectionately, 

L.  STERNS, 
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*'  f'-'l 
LETTER     L. 

TO    THE   SAME. 
Coxwould — Thurfday.   [Sept.  1764.} 

MY   DEAR   COUSIN, 

T  A  M  but  this  moment  returned  from 
•*•  Scarborough,  where  I  have  been 
drinking  the  waters  ever  fmce  the  races, 
and  have  received  marveilous  flrength, 
had  I  not  debilitated  it  as  faft  as  I  got 
it,  by"  playing  the  good  fellow  with 
Lord  Granby  and  Co.  too  much.  I 
rejoice  you  have  been  encamp'd  at  Har- 
rowgate,  from  which,  by  now,  I  fup- 
pofe  you  are  decamp'd — otherwife  as 
idle  a  beaft  as  I  have  been,  1  would 
have  facrificed  a  few  days  to  the  god 
of  laughter  with  you  and  your  jolly 
fet. — I  have  done  nothing  good  that  I 
know  of,  fmce  I  left  you,  except  paying 

off  your  guinea  and  a  half  to   K , 

in   my  way  thro*   York  hither — I  muft 
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try  now  and  do  better — Go  on,  and  pro* 
fper  for  a  month. 

Your  affectionate 

L.  STERNE. 

LETTER    LI. 
TO    MR.  FOLEY,    AT    PARIS. 


I 


York,  September  29,  1764. 

MY     DEAR     FRIEND, 

HAVING  juft  had  the  honour  of  a  let- 
ter from  Mifs  Tuting,  full  of  the 
acknowledgments  of  your  attention  and 
kind  fervices  to  her;  I  will  not  believe 

thefe  arofe  from    the  D.   of  A 's 

letters,  nor  mine.       Surely  Jhe  needed  no 

recommendation the    trued,    and    molt 

honeft  compliment  I  can  pay  you,  is  to 
fay  they  came  from  your  own  good  heart, 
only  you  was  introduced  to  the  object: — 
for  the  reft  folio w'd  in  courfe — However 
let  me  caft  in  my  mite  of  thanks  to  the 
treafury  which  belongs  to  good-natured 
actions.  I  have  been  with  Lord  G—  y 
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thefe  three  weeks  at  Scarborough — the 
pleafures  of  which  I  found  fomewhat 
more  exalted  than  thofe  of  Bagnieres 
laft  year.— I  am  now  returned  to  my 
Philofophical  Hut  to  finifti  Triftram, 
which  I  calculate  will  be  ready  for  the 
world  about  Chriftmas,  at  which  time 
I  decamp  from  hence,  and  fix  my  head- 
quarters at  London  for  the  winter — un- 
lefs  my  cough  pumes  me  forwards  to 
your  Metropolis — or  that  I  can  perfuade 
fome  gros  my  Lord  to  take  a  trip  to  you 
— Fll  try  if  I  can  make  him  relifh  the 
joys  of  the  Tullleriesj  Opera  Comique,  &c. 
I  had  this  week  a  letter  from  Mrs. 
Sterne  from  Montauban,  in  which  me 
tells  me  me  has  occafion  for  fifty  pounds 
immediately — Will  you  fend  an  order  to 
your  correfpondent  at  Montauban  to  pay 
her  fo  much  cafh — and  I  will  in  three 
weeks  fend  as  much  to  Becket — But  as 
her  purfe  is  low,  for  GOD'S  fake  write 
directly. — Now  you  muft  do  fomething 
equally  eflential — to  rectify  a  miftake  in 
the  mind  of  your  correfpondent  there, 
who  it  teems  gave  her  a  hint  not  long 

L  3 
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ago,  "  that  fhe  was  feparated  from  me  for 
life" — Now  as  this  is  not  true  in  the 
firft  place,  and  may  give  a  difadvantage- 
ous  impreffion  of  her  to  thofe  fhe  lives 

amongft 'twould  be  unmerciful  to  let 

her,  or  my  daughter,  fuffer  by  it ; — fo  do 
be  fo  good  as  to  undeceive  him — for  in 
a  year  or  two  fhe  propofes  (and  indeed  I 
expert  it  with  impatience  from  her)  to 
rejoin  me — and  tell  them  I  have  all  the 
confidence  in  the  world  fhe  will  not 
fpend  more  than  I  can  afford,  and  I  only 
mentioned  two  hundred  guineas  a  year 
•i— becaufe  'twas  right  to  name  fome  cer- 
tain fum,  for  which  I  begged  you  to  give 
her  credit. — I  write  to  you  of  all  my 
moft  intimate  concerns,  as  to  a  brother ; 
fo  excufe  me,  dear  Foley.  God  blefs 
you — Believe  me 

Yours  affe&ionately, 

JL.  STERNE. 

Compliments      to      Mr.     Panchaud, 
D'Holbach,  &c. 
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LETTER    LII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 

York,  Novetnbet-  n,  1764. 

MY    DEAR     FRIEND, 

T  SENT  ten  days  ago,  a  bank  bill  of  thir- 
•*•  ty  pounds  to  Mr.  Becket,  and  this 
poft  one  of  fixty — When  I  get  to  Lon- 
don, which  will  be  in  five  weeks,  you 
will  receive  what  fhall  always  keep  you 
in  bank  for  Mrs.  Sterne  j  in  the  mean 
time  I  have  defired  Becket  to  fend  you 
fburfcore  pounds,  and  if  my  wife,  be* 
fore  I  get  to  London,  mould  have  occa- 
fion  for  fifty  louis,  let  her  not  wait  a 
minute,  and  if  I  have  not  paid  it,  a 
week  or  a  fortnight  I  know  v/ill  break 
no  fquares  with  a  good  and  worthy 
friend. — I  will  contrive  to  fend  you  thefe 
two  new  volumes  of  Trifti*am,  as  foon 
as  ever  I  get  them  from  the  prefs. — You 
will  read  as  odd  a  tour  through  Francs 
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as  ever  was  projected  or  executed  by 
traveller,  or  travel-writers,  fmce  the 
world  began — 'Tis  a  laughing  good- 
tempered  fatire  againft  travelling  (as 
puppies  travel) — Panchaud  will  enjoy  it 
— I  am  quite  civil  to  your  Parifians — et 
pour  caufe  you  know — 'tis  likely  I  may 
fee  them  in  fpring — Is  it  poffible  for  you 
to  get  me  over  a  copy  of  my  picture  any 
how  ?  If  fo,  I  would  write  to  Mademoi- 

felle   N to   make   as   good   a   copy 

from  it  as  me  poffibly  could — with  a 
view  to  do  her  fervice  here — and  I  would 
remit  her  the  price — I  really  believe  it 
would  be  the  parent  of  a  dozen  portraits 
to  her,  if  me  executes  it  with  the  fpirit 
of  the  original  in  your  hands — for  it  will 
be  feen  by  many — and  as  my  phiz  is  as 
remarkable  as  myfelf,  if  me  preferves 
the  true  character  of  both,  it  will  do 
her  honour  and  fervice  too. — Write  me 
a  line  about  this,  and  tell  me  you  are 
well  and  happy — Will  you  prefent  my 
kind  refpecls  to  the  worthy  Baron — I 
mall  fend  him  one  of  the  beft  impreffion? 
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of   my  picture    from    Mr.  Reynolds's — 

another     to    Monfieur     P .      My 

love  to  Mr.  S n  and  P         d. 

I  am  moft  truly  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 

LETTER     LIII. 

| 

TO   J H  S— ,    ESQ.. 

DEAR    DEAR    COUSIN,  Nov.   13,  1764. 

»/-p  i  s  a  church  militant  week  with  me, 
•*  full  of  marches,  and  counter- 
marches— and  treaties  about  Stillington 
common,  which  we  are  going  to  inclofe 
— otherwife  I  would  have  obeyed  your 
fummons — and  yet  I  could  not  well  have 
done  it  this  week  neither,  having  re- 
ceived a  letter  from  C — ,  who  has  been 
very  ill ;  and  is  coming  down  to  flay  a 
week  or  ten  days  with  me — Now  I  know 
he  is  ambitious  of  being  better  acquaint- 
ed with  you ;  and  longs  from  his  foul 
for  a  fight  of  you  in  your  own  caftle. — I 
cannot  do  otherwife  than  bring  him  with 
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me — nor  can  I  gallop  away  and  leave 
him  an  empty  houfe  to  pay  a  vifit  to 
from  London,  as  he  comes  half  exprefs 
to  fee  me. — I  thank  you  for  the  care  of 
my  northern  vintage — I  fear  after  all  I 
muft  give  it  a  fermentation  on  the  other 
fide  of  the  Alps,  which  is  better  than 
being  on  the  lees  with  it — but  nous  ver* 
tons — yet  I  fear  as  it  has  got  fuch  hold  of 
my  brain,  and  comes  upon  it  like  an 
armed  man  at  nights — I  muft  give  way 
for  quietnefs  fake,  or  be  hag-ridden  with 
the  conceit  of  it  all  my  life  long — I  have 
been  Mlfe-ridden  this  lad  week  by  a  cou- 
ple of  romping  girls  (bien  mifes  et  comme 
il  faut)  who  might  as  well  have  been  in 
the  houfe  with  me  (though  perhaps  not, 
my  retreat  here  is  too  quiet  for  them), 
but  they  have  taken  up  all  my  time,  and 
have  given  my  judgment  and  fancy  more 
airings  than  they  wanted. — Thefe  things 
accord  not  well  with  fermon-making— 
but  'tis  my  vile  errantry,  as  Sancho  fays, 
and  that  is  all  that  can  be  made  of  it. — 
I  trufl  all  goes  fwimmingly  on  with  your 
alum;  that  the  works  amufe  you,  and 
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call  you  twice  out  (at  leaft)  a  day.  —  I 
ihall  fee  them  I  truft  in  ten  days,  ''  or 
thereabouts—  If  it  was  any  way  poflible, 
I  would  fet  out  this  moment,  though  I 
have  no  .cavalry  —  ("except  a  jhe  Afs). 
Give  all  friendly  refpe&s  to  Mrs.  C.  and 
to  Col.  H  —  *s,  and  the  garrifon,  both 
of  Guifbro  and  Skelton.—  I  am,  dear 
Anthony, 

Affectionately  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    LIV. 

TO    MR.  FOLEY,   AT  P. 

York,  November  16,  1764. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND, 

rpHREE  pofts  before  I  had  the  favour 
•••  of  yours  (which  is  come  to  hand 
this  moment)  I  had  wrote  to  fet  Mrs. 
Sterne  right  in  her  miftake  —  That  you  had 
any  money  of  mine  in  your  hands—  being 
very  fenfible  that  the  hundred  pounds  I 
had  fent  you,  through  Becket's  hands, 
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was  but  about  what  would  balance  with 
you — The  reafon  of  her  error  was  owing 
to  my  writing  her  word,  I  would  fend 
you  a  bill  in  a  poft  or  two  for  fifty  pounds 
—which,  my  finances  falling  fhort  juft 
then,  I  deferred — fo  that  I  had  paid  no- 
thing to  any  one — but  was,  however, 
come  to  York  this  day,  and  I  have,  fent 
you  a  draught  for  a  hundred  pounds — in 
honeft  truth,  a  fortnight  ago  I  had  not 
the  cafli — but  I  am  as  honeft  as  the  king 
(as  Sancho  Panca  fays),  only  not  fo  rich. 

Therefore  if  Mrs.  Sterne  mould  want 
thirty  louis  more,  let  her  have  them — 
and  I  will  balance  all  (which  will  not  be 
much)  with  honour  at  Chriftmas,  when 
I  fhall  be  in  London,  having  now  jufl 
finifhed  my  two  volumes  of  Triftram.— - 
I  have  fome  thoughts  of  going  to  Italy 
this  year — at  lead  I  fhall  not  defer  it 

above    another. 1    have    been    with 

Lord  Granby,  and  with  Lord  Shelburne, 
but  am  now  fat  down  till  December  in 
my  fweet  retirement. — I  wifh  you  was 
fat  down  as  happily,  and  as  free  of  all 
worldly  cares In  a  few  years,  my 
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dear  F.,  I  hope  to  fee  you  a  real  country 
gentleman,  though  not  altogether  exiled 
from  your  friends  in  London — there  I 
fhall  fpend  every  winter  of  my  life,  in 
the  fame  lap  of  contentment,  where  I 
enjoy  myfelf  now — and  wherever  I  go— 
we  muft  bring  three  parts  in  four  of  the 
treat  along  with  us — In  fhort,  we  muft 
be  happy  within— and  then  few  things 
without  us  make  much  indifference — This 
is  my  Shandean  philofophy. — You  wiU 
read  a  comic  account  of  my  journey 
from  Calais,  through  Paris,  to  the  Ga- 
ronne, in  thefe  volumes — my  friends  tell 

me  they  are  done  with  fpirit it  mufl 

fpeak  for  itfelf — Give  my  kind  refpects 
to  Mr.  Selwin  and  my  friend  Panchaud 
— — When  you  fee  Baron  d'Holbach, 
prefent  him  my  refpects,  and  believe 
me,  dear  F., 

Yours  cordially, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    LV. 

TO    DAVID    GARRICK,    ESQ.. 

Londan,  March  16,  1765-, 

DEAR    CARRICK, 

T  THREATENED  you  with  a  letter  in  one 
•*•  I  wrote  a  few  weeks  ago  to  Foley, 
but  (to  my  fhame  be  it  fpoken)  I  lead 
fuch  a  life  of  diffipation  I  have  never 
had  a  moment  to  myfelf  which  has  not 
been  broke  in  upon,  by  one  engagement 
or  impertinence  or  another— and  as  plots 
thicken  towards  the  latter  end  of  a  piece, 
I  find,  unlefs  I  take  pen  and  ink  juft 
now,  I  mall  not  be  able  to  do  it,  till 
either  I  am  got  into  the  country,  or  you 
to  the  city.  You  are  teized  and  tor- 
mented too  much  by  your  correfpond- 
cnts,  to  return  to  us,  and  with  accounts 
how  much  your  friends,  and  how  much 
your  Theatre  wants  you — fo  that  I  will 
not  magnify  either  our  lofs  or  yours — 
but  hope  cordially  to  fee  you  foon. — 
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Since  I  wrote  laft  I  have  frequently  ftept 
into  your  houfe — that  is,  as  frequently 
as  I  could  take  the  whole  party,  where  I 
dined,  along  with  me — This  was  but 
juflice  to  you,  as  I  walked  in  as  a  wit — but 
with  regard  to  myfelf,  I  balanced  the 
account  thus — I  am  fometimes  in  my 

friend  's  houfe,  but  he  is  always  in 

Triftram  Shandy's — where  my  friends 
fay  he  will  continue  (and  I  hope 
the  prophecy  true  for  my  own  im- 
mortality), even  when  he  himfelf  is  no 
more. 

I  have  had  a  lucrative  winter's  cam- 
paign here — Shandy  fells  well — I  am 
taxing  the  public  with  two  more  vo- 
lumes of  Sermons,  which  will  more  than 
double  the  gains  of  Shandy— It  goes  in- 
to the  world  with  a  prancing  lift  de  touts 
la  noblejje — which  will  bring  me  in  three 
hundred  pounds,  exclufive  of  the  fale  of 
the  copy — fo  that  with  all  the  contempt 
of  money  which  ma  faqon  de  penfer  has 
ever  impreffed  on  me,  I  (hall  be  rich  in 
fpite  of  myfelf:  but  I  fcorn,  you  mufl 
know,  in  the  high  ton  I  take  at  prefent, 
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to  pocket  all  this  tram — I  fet  out  to  lay 
a  portion  of  it  out  in  the  fervice  of  the 
world,  in  a  tour  round  Italy,  where  I 
ihall  fpring  game,  or  the  deuce  is  in  the 
dice. — In  the  beginning  of  September  I 
quit  England,  that  I  may  avail  myfelf  of 
the  time  of  vintage,  when  all  nature  is 
joyous,  and  fo  faunter  philofophically 
for  a  year  or  fo,  on  the  other  fide  the 
Alps. — I  hope  your  pilgrimages  have 
brought  Mrs.  Garrick  and  yourfelf  back 
a  la  fleur  de  jeunejfe — May  you  both  long- 
feel  the  fweets  of  it,  and  your  friends 
with  you. — Do,  dear  friend,  make  my 
kindeft  wifties  and  compliments  accept- 
able to  the  bed  and  wifeft  of  the  daugh- 
ters of  Eve — You  mail  ever  believe, 
and  ever  find  me  affectionately  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER     LVL 

TO    THE    SAME* 

Bath,  April  6,  1765. 

T  SCALP  you! — my  dear  Garrick !  my 
•*•  dear  friend !  foul  befal  the  man  who 
hurts  a  hair  of  your  head  !  and  fo  full 
was  I  of  that  very  fentiment,  that  my 
letter  had  not  been  put  into  the  pod- 
office  ten  minutes,  before  my  heart  fmote 
me  ;  and  I  fent  to  recal  it — but  failed — 
You  are  fadly  to  blame,  Shandy  !  for 
this,  quoth  I,  leaning  with  my  head  on 
my  hand,  as  I  recriminated  upon  my 
falfe  delicacy  in  the  affair — Garrick's 
nerves  (if  he  has  any  left)  are  as  fine 
and  delicately  fpun  as  thy  own — his  fen- 
timents  as  honed  and  friendly— thou 
knoweft,  Shandy,  that  he  loves  thee  — 
why  wilt  thou  hazard  him  a  moment's 
pain  ?  Puppy !  fool,  coxcomb,  jack-afs, 
&c.  &c.~and  fo  I  balanced  the  account 
to  your  favour,  ^before  .1  received  it 
VOL.  ix.  M 
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drawn  up  in  your  way — I  fay  your  way—* 
for  it  is  not  ftated  fo  much  to  your   ho- 
nour  and  credit,  as  I  had  paffed  the  ac- 
count before — for  it  was  a  moft  lamented 
truth  that   I  never  received  one  of  the 
letters   your   friendmip    meant    me,    ex- 
cept whilft   in  Paris — Oh  !    how    I  con- 
gratulate you  for  the  anxiety  the  world 
has,  and  continues  to  be  under,  for  your 
return.-— Return,  return   to  the  few  who 
love  you,    and  the  thoufands  who  admire 
you. — The   moment    you  fet    your   foot 
upon  your  ftage — mark  !    I  tell  it  you—- 
by fome   magic   irrefifted   power,    every 
fibre  about  your  heart  will  vibrate  afrefh, 
and  as  ftrong  and   feelingly  as  ever — Na- 
ture, with  glory  at  her  back,  will  light 
up  the   torch   within  you — and   there  is 
enough   of  it  left  to  heat  and  enlighten 
the  world    thefe     many,    many,    many 
years. 

Heaven  be  praifedJ  (I  utter  it  from 
my  foul)  that  your  lady,  and  my  Mi- 
nerva, is  in  a  condition  to  walk  to 
Windfor — full  rapturoufly  will  I  lead  the 
graceful  pilgrim  to  the  temple,  where 
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I  will  facrifice  with  the  pureft  incenfe  to 
her — but  you  may  worfhip  with  me,  or 
not — 'twill  make  no  difference  either  in 
the  truth  or  warmth  of  my  devotion— 
ftill  (after  all  I  have  feen)  I  (till  maintain, 
her  peerlefs. 

Powel !  good  Heaven  ! — give  me  fome 
one  with  lefs  fmoke  arid  more  fire — 
There  are  who,  like  the  Pharifees,  ftill 
think  they  mail  be  heard  for  much  fpeak- 
ing — Come — come  away,  my  dear  Gar- 
rick,  and  teach  us  another  leffon. 

Adieu  ! — I  love  you  dearly — and  your 
lady  better — not  hobbihorfically — but 
mod  fentimentally  and  affectionately— 
for  I  am  yours  (that  is,  if  you  never  fay 

another  word  about )  with  all  the 

fentiments  of  love  and  friendfhip  you  de- 
ferve  from  me, 

L.  STERNE. 


M    2 
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LETTER     LVII. 

TO    MR.    FOLEY. 
MY  DEAR  FOLEV,  Bath,  April  15,  1 765. 

IV/TY  wife  tells  me  flie  has  drawn  for 
•*•  one  hundred  pounds,  and  'tis  fit 
that  you  fhould  be  paid  it  that  minute — 
the  money  is  now  in  Becket's  hands — 
fend  me,  my  dear  Foley,  my  account, 
that  I  may  difcharge  the  balance  to  this 
time,  and  know  what  to  leave  in  your 
hands — I  have  made  a  good  campaign 
of  it  this  year  in  the  field  of  the  literati 
— my  two  volumes  of  Triftram,  and  two 
of  fermons,  which  I  mail  print  very 
foon,  will  bring  me  a  confiderable  fum. 
— Almoft  all  the  nobility  in  England 
honour  me  with  their  names,  and  'tis 
thought  it  will  be  the  largefl  and  mod 
fplendid  lift  which  ever  pranced  before 
a  book,  fince  fubfcriptions  came  into 
falhion. — Pray  prefent  my  moft  fincere 
compliments  to  Lady  H ,  whofe 
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name  I  hope  to  infert  with  many  others* 
— As  fo  many  men  of  genius  favour  me 
with  their  names  alfo,  I  will  quarrel 
with  Mr.  Hume,  and  call  him  Dent, 
and  what  not,  unlefs  I  have  his  name 

too. — My  love  to  Lord  W :.      Your 

name,  Foley,  I  have  put  in  as  a  free-will 
offering  of  my  labours — your  .lift  of 
fubfcribers  you  will  fend— 'tis  but  a 
crown  for  fixteen  fermons — Dog  cheap ! 
but  I  am  in  queft  of  honour  not  mo- 
ney.— Adieu,  adieu, — believe  me,  dear 
Foley, 

Yours  truly, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    LVHI, 
TO    MR.  W. 

Coxwould,  May  23,  1765. 

A  T  this   moment   I  am   fitting   in  my 

'*"*    fummer-houfe    with   my   head    an$ 

heart   full,    not    of    my   Uncle   Toby's 

amours  with   the    widow  Wad  man,  bur 

M  3 
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my  fermons — and  your  letter  has  drawn 
me  out  of  a  penfive  mood — the  fpirit 
of  it  pleafeth  me — but  in  this  folitude, 
•what  can  I  tell  or  write  to  you  but  about 
myfelf — I  am  glad  that  you  are  in  love 
—'twill  cure  you  at  leaft  of  the  fpleen, 
which  has  a  bad  effeft  on  both  man  and 
woman — I  myfelf  muft  ever  have  fome 
Dulcinea  in  my  head  —  it  harmonifes 
the  foul— and  in  thofe  cafes  I  firft  en- 
deavour to  make  the  lady  believe  fo,  or 
rather  I  begin  firft  to  make  myfelf  be- 
lieve that  I  am  in  love — but  I  carry  on 
my  affairs  quite  in  the  French  way, 
fentimentally  —  "  /' } amour"  (fay  they) 
"  n'eft  rien  fans  fentiment" — Now  not- 
withftanding  they  make  fuch  a  pother 
about  the  word,  they  have  no  precife 
idea  annex'd  to  it  — And  fo  much  for 
that  fame  fubjecl:  called  love.— I  muft 
tell  you  how  I  have  juft  treated  a 
French  gentleman  of  fortune  in  France, 
who  took  a  liking  to  my  daughter — 
Without  any  ceremony  (having  got  my 
diredion  from  my  wife's  banker)  he 
wrote  me  word  that  he  was  in  love  with 
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my  daughter,  and  defired  to  know  what 
fortune  I  would  give  her  at  prefent,  and 
how  much  at  my  death — by  the  bye, 
I  think  there  was  very  little  fentiment 
on  his  fide — My  anfwer  was,  "  Sir,  I  (hall 
give  her  ten  thoufand  pounds  the  day 
of  marriage — my  calculation  is  as  fol- 
lows— me  is  not  eighteen,  you  are  fixty- 
two — there  goes  five  thoufand  pounds 
— then,  Sir,  you  at  lead  think  her  not 
ugly  —  me  has  many  accomplimments, 
fpeaks  Italian,  French,  plays  upon  ,the 
guittar,  and,  as  I  fear  you  play  upon  no 
inftrument  whatever,  I  think  you  will 
be  happy  to  take  her  at  my  terms,  for 
here  finimes  the  account  of  the  ten 
thoufand  pounds"— I  do  not  fuppofe 
but  he  will  take  this  as  I  mean,  that  is 
— a  flat  refufal. — I  have  had  a  parfonage 
houfe  burnt  down  by  the  careleflhefs  of 
my  curate's  wife — as  foon  as  I  can  I 
muft  rebuild  it,  I  trow — but  I  lack  the 
means  at  prefent — yet  I  am  never  hap- 
pier than  when  I  have  not  a  milling  in 
my  pocket — for  when  I  have  I  can  never 
call  it  my  own. — Adieu,  my  dear  friend 
M  4 
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—  may  you  enjoy  better  health  than  me, 
tho*  not  better  fpirits,  for  that  is  im- 
poffible. 

Yours  fmcerely, 


My  compliments  to  the  Col. 


LETTER    LIX. 


TO    MR.  FOLEY,    AT    PARIS. 
MY  DEAR   SIR,  York,  July  13, 

y  WROTE  fome  time  in  fpring,  to  beg 
•••  you  would  favour  me  with  my  ac- 
count. I  believe  you  was  fet  out  from 
Paris,  and  that  Mr.  Garrick  brought 
the  letter  with  him — which  poffibly  he 
gave  you.  In  the  hurry  of  your  bufi- 
nefs  you  might  forget  the  contents  of 
it ;  and  in  the  hurry  of  mine  in  town 
(though  I  called  once)  I  could  not  get 
to  fee  you.  I  decamp  for  Italy  in  Sep- 
tember, and  (hall  fee  your  face  at  Paris, 
you  may  be  fure — but  I  mall  fee  it  with 
more  pleafure  when  I  am  out  of  debt 
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—which  is  your  own  fault,  for  Becket 
has  had  money  left  in  his  hands  for  that 
purpofe. — Do  fend  Mrs.  Sterne  her  two 
laft  volumes  of  Triftram  ;  they  arrived 
with  yours  in  Spring,  and  me  complains 
me  has  not  got  them — My  bed  fervices 
to  Mr.  Panchaud. — I  am  bufy  compof- 
Jng  two  volumes  of  fermons — they  will 
be  printed  in  September,  though  I  fear 
not  time  enough  to  bring  them  with  me. 
Your  name  is  amongft  the  lift  of  a  few 
of  my  honorary  fubfcribers — who  fub- 
fcribe  for  love. — If  you  fee  Baron  d'Hol- 
bach,  and  Diderot,  prefent  my  refpecls 
to  them— If  the  Baron  wants  any  Eng- 
lifh  books,  he  will  let  me  know,  and  J 
will  bring  them  with  me — Adieu. 

I  am  truly  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER    LX. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
DEAR   SIR,  London,  O&ober  7,  1765. 

~i  T  is  a  terrible  thing  to  be  in  Paris 
•"•  without  a  per ri wig  on  a  man's  head  ! 
In  feven  days  frcrh  the  date  of  this,  I 
mould  be  in  that  cafe,  unlefs  you  tell 
your  neighbour  Madame  Requiere  to 
get  her  bon  mart  de  me  faire  un  peruque  a 
bourfe,  au  mieux  —  c*  eft-a- dire  —  line  la. plus 
extraordinaire — la  plus  jo/ie — la  plus  gen~ 
title  -  £t  la  plus — 

— Mais  qu*iniporfc  ?  j'ai  fbdnneur  d'etre 
grand  crilique — et  blen  difficile  encore  dans 
les  affaires  de  peruques — and  in  one  word 
that  he  gets  it  done  in  five  days  after 
notice — 

I  beg  pardon  for  this  liberty,  my  dear 
friend,  and  for  the  trouble  of  forwarding 
this  by  the  very  next  pod. — If  my  friend 
Mr.  F.  is  in  Paris,  my  kind  love  to  him, 
and  refpecls  to  all  others — in  fad  hade  — 
Yours  truly, 

L.  STLRNE. 
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I  have  paid  into  Mr.  Bucket's  hands 
fix  hundred  pounds,  which  you  may 
draw  upon  at  fight,  according  as  either 
Mrs.  Sterne  or  myfelf  make  it  expe- 
dient. 

LETTER    LXI. 
TO    MR.  PANCHAUD,    AT    PARIS. 

Beau  Point  Voifin,  November  7,  1765. 

DEAR    SIR, 

T  FORGOT  to  defire  you  to  forward  what- 
•*•  ever  letters  came  to  your  hand  to 
your  banker  at  Rome,  to  wait  for  me 
againft  I  get  there,  as  it  is  uncertain 
how  long  I  may  flay  at  Turin,  &c.  &c. 
at  prefent  I  am  held  prifoner  in  this 
town  by  the  fudden  fwelling  of  two 
pitiful  rivulets  from  the  fnows  melting 
on  the  Alps — fo  that  we  cannot  either 
advance  to  them,  or  retire  back  again 
to  Lyons — for  how  long  the  gentlemen 
who  are  my  fellow-travellers,  and  my- 
felf, mail  languifh  in  this  ftate  of  vex- 
atious captivity,  heaven  and  earth  furely 
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know ;  for  it  rains  as  if  they  were 
coming  together  to  fettle  the  matter. — 
I  had  an  agreeable  journey  to  Lyons, 
and  a  joyous  time  there ;  dining  and 
fupping  every  day  at  the  commandant's 
— Lord  F.  W.  I  left  there,  and  about 
a  dozen  Englifh — If  you  fee  Lord  Of* 
fory,  Lord  William  Gordon,  and  my 
friend  Mr,  Crawford,  remember  me  to 
them — if  Wilkes  is  at  Paris  yet,  I  fend 
him  all  kind  wimes — prefent  my  com- 
pliments as  well  as  thanks  to  my  good 

friend  Mifs  P ,  and  believe  me,  dear 

£>ir,  with  all  truth,  yours, 

L.  STER.NE, 


LETTER     LXII. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
DEAR  SIR,  Turin,  November  15,  1765, 

/I  FTER  many  difficulties  I  have  got 
*"•  here  fafe  and  found  —  tho*  eight 
days  in  palling  the  mountains  of  Sa- 
voy.— I  am  flopped  here  for  ten  days 
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by  the  whole  country  betwixt  here  and 
Milan  being  laid  under  water  by  conti* 
nual  rains — but  I  am  very  happy,  and 
have  found  my  way  into  a  dozen  houfes 
already — To-morrow  I  am  to  be  pre- 
fented  to  the  King,  and  when  that  ce- 
remony is  over,  I  fhall  have  my  hands 
full  of  engagements — No  Englifh  here 
but  Sir  James  Macdonald,  who  meets 
with  much  refpect,  and  Mr.  Ogilby.  We 
are  all  together,  and  fhall  depart  in  peace 

together My  kind    fervices   to   all  — 

pray  forward  the  inclofed — 

Yours  moft  truly, 

L.  STERNE. 

' 
LETTER    LXIIL 

TO    TH£    SAME. 
DEAR  SIR,  Turin,  November  28,  1 76^. 

T  AM  juft  leaving  this  place  with  Sir 
•  James  Macdonald  for  Milan,  &c. — 
We  have  fpent  a  joyous  fortnight  here, 
and  met  with  all  kinds  of  honours-— 
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and  with  regret  do  we  both  bid  adieu—- 
but health  on  my  fide — and  good  fenfe 
on  his — fay  'tis  better  to  be  at  Rome— 
you  fay  at  Paris — but  you  put  variety 
out  of  the  queftion. — I  intreat  you  to 
forward  the  inclofed  to  Mrs.  Sterne—- 
My compliments  to  all  friends,  more 
particulary  to  thofe  I  moft  value  (that 
includes  Mr.  F.  if  he  is  in  Paris). 

I  am  yours  moft  truly, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    LXIV. 

TO    THE    SAME. 
DEAR.  SIR,         Florence,  December,  1 8,  1765. 

1  HAVE  been  a  month  pafiing  the  plains 
**•  of  Lombardy — {topping  in  my  way 
at  Milan,  Parma,  Placenza,  and  Bo- 
logna—with weather  as  delicious  as  a 
kindly  April  in  England,  and  have  been 
three  days  in  crofling  a  part  of  the 
Apennines  covered  with  thick  fnow— 
Sad  tranfuion!— I  ft  ay  here  three  days 
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to   dine  with  our  Plenipo  Lords  T 

and  C r,  and  in  five  days  mall  tread 

the  Vatican,  and  be  introduced  to  all 
the  Saints  in  the  Pantheon. — I  ftay  but 
fourteen  days  to  pay  thefe  civilities,  and 
then  decamp  for  Naples. —  Pray  fend  the 
inclofed  to  my  wife,  and  Becket's  letter 
to  London. 

Yours  truly, 

JL.  STERNE. 


LETTER     LXV. 

TO    MISS    STERNE. 


Naples,  February  3,  1766. 

MY    DEAR    GIRL, 


letter,  my  Lydia,  has  made 
*  me  both  laugh  and  cry.  —  Sorry  ami 
I  that  you  are  both  fo  afflicted  with  the 
ague,  and  by  all  means  I  wifh  you  both. 
to  fiy  from  Tours,  becaufe  I  remem- 
ber it  is  fi  tuated  between  two  rivers,  M 
Loire,  and  le  Cher  —  which  muft  occa- 
fion  fogs,  and  damp  umvholefome  wea- 


176  LETTERS. 

ther — therefore  for  the  fame  reafon  go 
not  to  Bourges  en  Brefle — 'tis  as  vile  a 
place  for  agues. — I  find  myfelf  infi- 
nitely better  than  I  was — and  hope  to 
have  added  at  leaft  ten  years  to  my  life 
by  this  journey  to  Italy — the  climate  is 
heavenly,  and  I  find  new  principles  of 
health  in  me,  which  I  have  been  long 
a  ftranger  to — but  trufl  me,  my  Lydia, 
I  will  find  you  out,  wherever  you  are, 
in  May.  Therefore  I  beg  you  to  di- 
rect to  me  at  Belloni's  at  Rome,  that 
I  may  have  fome  idea  where  you  will  be 
be  then. — The  account  you  give  me  of 
Mrs.  C  — —  is  truly  amiable,  I  mall 
ever  honour  her — Mr.  C.  is  a  diverting 
companion — what  he  faid  of  your  little 
French  admirer  was  truly  droll — the 

Marquis  de is  an  impoftor,   and 

not  worthy  of  your  acquaintance — he 
only  pretended  to  know  me,  to  get  in- 
troduced to  your  mother — I  defire  you 
will  get  your  mother  to  write  to  Mr. 
C.  that  I  may  difcharge  every  debt,  and 
then,  my  Lydia,  if  I  live,  the  produce 
of  my  pen  (hall  be  yours — if  fate  re- 
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fefves  me  not  that — the  humane  and 
good,  part  for  thy  father's  fake,  part 
for  thy  own,  will  never  abandon  thee  I—- 
If your  mother's  health  will  permit 
her  to  return  with  me  to  England,  your 
fummers  I  will  render  as  agreeable  as 
I  can  at  Coxwould — your  winters  at 
York — you  know  my  publications  call 
me  to  London. — If  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Cl- 
are ftill  at  Tours,  thank  them  from 
me  for  their  cordiality  to  my  wife  and 
daughter.  I  have  purchafed  you  fome 
little  trifles,  which  I  mail  give  you  when 
we  meet,  as  proofs  of  affection  from 
Your  fond  father, 

JL.  STERNE. 

LETTER    LXVL 
TO  J  H S- ,  ESQ.. 

MY  DEAR   H.  Naples,  February  5,  1 766. 

'npis  an  age  fmce  I  have  heard   from 

A    you— but    as    I   read   the   London 

Chronicle,  and  find  no  tidings  of  your 

VOL. IX.  N 
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death,  or  that  you  are  even  at  the 
point  of  it,  I  take  it  as  I  wifh  it,  that 
you  have  got  over  thus  much  of  the 
winter  free  from  the  damps,  both  of 
climate  and  fpirits  ;  and  here  I  am,  as 
happy  as  a  king  after  all,  growing  fat, 
ileek,  and  well  liking — not  improving 
in  ftature,  but  in  breadth. — We  have  a 
jolly  carnival  of  it— nothing  but  operas 
— punchinelloes  —  feftinoes  and  mafque- 
rades — We  (that  is,  nous  -autres )  are  all 
dreffing  out  for  one  this  night  at  the 
Princefs  Francavivalla,  which  is  to  be 
fuperb. — The  Englifh  dine  with  her 
(exclufive),  and  fo  much  for  fmall  chat 
— except  that  I  faw  a  little  comedy  act- 
ed laft  week  with  more  expreffion  and 
fpirit,  and  true  character,  than  I  mall 
fee  one  haftily  again.  — I  (lay  here  till 
the  holy  week,  which  I  mail  pafs  at 
Rome,  where  I  occupy  myfelf  a  month 
— My  plan  was  to  have  gone  from 
thence  for  a  fortnight  to  Florence — and 
then  by  Leghorn  to  Marfeilles  directly 
home — but  am  diverted  from  this  by  the 
repeated  propofals  of  accompanying  a 
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gentleman,  who  is  returning  by  Venice, 
Vienna,  Saxony,  Berlin,  and  fo  by  the 
Spaw,  and  thence  through  Holland  to 
England — 'tis  with  Mr.  E.  I  have 
known  him  thefe  three  years,  and  have 
been  with  him  ever  fmce  I  reachfd  Rome ; 
and  as  I  know  him  to  be  a  good- hear  ted 
young  gentleman,  I  have  no  doubt  of 
making  it  aniwer  both  his  views  and 
mine — at  lead  I  am  perfuaded  we  mail 
return  home  together,  as  we  fet  out, 
with  friendmip  and  good- will. — Write 
your  next  letter  to  me  at  Rome,  and 
do  me  the  following  favour  if  it  lies  in 
your  way,  which  I  think  it  does — to  get 
me  a  letter  of  recommendation  to  our 
Ambaflador  (Lord  Stormont)  at  Vienna. 
I  have  not  the  honour  to  be  known  to 

his     Lordfhip,     but     Lords     P or 

H ,     or    twenty    you    better   know, 

would  write  a  certificate  for  me,  import- 
ing, that  I  am  not  fallen  out  of  the 
clouds.  If  this  will  cod  my  coufin 
little  trouble,  do  inclofe  it  in  your  next 
letter  to  me  at  Belloni.— You  have  left 
Skelton  I  trow  a  month,  and  I  fear  have 

N   2 
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had  a  moft  (harp  winter,  if  one  may 
judge  of  it  from  the  feverity  of  the 
weather  here,  and  all  over  Italy,  which 
exceeded  any  thing  known  till  within  thefe 
three  weeks,  that  the  fun  has  been  as 
hot  as  we  could  bear  it. — Give  my  kind 
fervices  to  my  friends — efpecially  to  the 
houfehold  of  faith — my  dear  Garland 
—  to  Gilbert — to  the  worthy  Colonel-— 

to  Cardinal  S ,  to  my  fellow-labourer 

Pantagruel — dear  coufin  Antony,  re- 
ceive my  kindeft  love  and  wifhes. 

Yours  affe&ionately, 

JL.    STERNE. 

P.  S.  Upon  fecond  thoughts,  direct 
your  next  to  me  at  Mr.  W.  banker  at 
Venice, 


LETTER    LXVII. 

TO    MR.    FOLEY,    AT    PARIS. 

DEAR  sife,  Naples,  February  8,  1766. 

T  DESIRE  Mrs.  Sterne  may  have  what 
•*  cam  me  wants — if  (he  has  not  re- 
ceived it  before  now :  fhe  fends  me 


LETTERS.  181 

word  me  has  been  in  want  of  cafh  thefe 
three  weeks— be  fo  kind  as  to  prevent 
this  uneafmefs  to  her— which  is  doubly 
fo  to  me. — I  have  made  very  little  ufe 
of  your  letters  of  credit,  having  fmce 
I  left  Paris  taken  up  no  more  money 
.than  about  fifty  louis  at  Turin,  as  much 
at  Rome— and  a  few  ducats  here — and 
as  I  now  travel  from  hence  to  Rome, 
Venice,  through  Vienna  to  Berlin,  &c. 
with  a  gentleman  of  fortune,  I  mail 
draw  for  little  more  till  my  return — fo 
you  will  have  always  enough  to  fpare 
for  my  wife. — The  beginning  of  March 
be  fo  kind  as  to  let  her  have  a  hundred 
pounds  to  begin  her  year  with — 

There  are  a  good  many  Englifti  here, 
very  few  in  Rome,  or  other  parts  of 
Italy. — The  air  of  Naples  agrees  very 
well  with  me — I  mail  return  fat — my 
friend  (hip  to  all  who  honour  me  with 
theirs — Adieu,  my  dear  friend — I  am 
ever  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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LETTER     LXVIII. 
TO    MR.    PANCHAUD,    AT    PARIS. 
DEAR   SIR,  Naples,  February  14,   1766. 

j  WROTE  laft  week  to  you,  to  defire 
•*•  you  would  let  Mrs.  Sterne  have 
what  money  (he  wanted — it  may  happen, 
as  that  letter  went  inclofed  in  one  to 
her  at  Tours,  that  you  will  receive 
this  firil — I  have  made  little  ufe  of 
your  letters  of  credit,  as  you  will  fee 
by  that  letter,  nor  (hall  I  want  much  (if 
any)  till  you  fee  me,  as .  I  travel  now  in 
company  with  a  gentleman — however, 
as  we  return  by  Venice,  Vienna,  Berlin, 
&c.  to  the  Spaw,  I  mould  be  glad  if  you 
will  draw  me  a  letter  of  credit  upon 
fome  one  at  Venice,  to  the  extent  of 
fifty  louis— but  I  am  perfuaded  I  mail 
not  want  half  of  them — however,  in  cafe 
of  ficknefs  or  accidents,  one  would  not 
go  fo  long  a  rout  without  money  in 
one's  pocket. — The  bankers  here  are 
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not  fo  confcientious  as  my  friend  P.  they 
would  make  me  pay  twelve  per  cent,  if 
I  was  to  get  a  letter  here. — I  beg  your 
letters,  &c.  may  be  inclofed  to  Mr.  Wat- 
fon  at  Venice— where  we  mail  be  in  the 
Afcention. — I  have  received  much  benefit 
from  the  air  of  Naples — but  quit  it  to 
be  at  Rome  before  the  holy  week. — There 
are  about  five-and-twenty  Englifh  here— 
but  moft  of  them  will  be  decamp'd  in  two 
months — there  are  fcarce  a  third  of  the 
number  at  Rome  I  fuppofe  therefore 
that  Paris  is  full — my  warmefl  wimes 
attend  you — with  my  love  to  Mr.  F.  and 
compliments  to  all — I  am,  dear  Sir, 
very  faithfully, 

Yours, 

L.  STERNE. 

Sir  James  Macdonald  is  in  the  houfe 
with  me,  and  is  juft  recovering  a  long 
and  moft  cruel  fit  of  the  rheumatifm. 
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LETTER     LXIX. 

TO   J H S ,    ESQ.. 

May  25,  near  Dijon  [1766], 

DEAR    ANTONY, 

TV/TY    defire    of    feeing    both   my  wife 

and  girl  has  turn'd  me  out  of  my 

road  towards  a  delicious  Chateau  of  the 

Countefs   of  M ,    where    I    have 

been  patriarching  it  thefe  feven  days 
with  her  ladyfhip,  and  half  a  dozen  of 
very  handfome  and  agreeable  ladies — 
her  ladyfhip  has  the  beft  of  hearts — a 
valuable  prefent  not  given  to  every  one. 
To-morrow  with  regret,  I  mail  quit 
this  agreeable  circle,  and  pofl  it  night 
and  day  to  Paris,  where  I  fhall  arrive  in 
two  days,  and  jufl  wind  myfelf  up,  when 
I  am  there,  enough  to  roll  on  to  Calais — 
fo  I  hope  to  fup  with  you  the  king's 
birth-day,  according  to  a  plan  of  fixteen 
days  (landing. — Never  man  has  been 
fucri'-a  wildgoofe  chace  after  a  wife  as  I 
jiave  been — after  having  fought  her  in 
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five  or  fix  different  towns,  I  found  her 
at  laft  in  Franche  Compte — Poor  woman ! 
{he  was  very  cordial,  &c.  and  begs  to 
flay  another  year  or  fo — my  Lydia 
pleafes  me  much— I  found  her  greatly 
improved  in  every  thing  I  wiftied  her-^- 
I  am  moft  unaccountably  well,  and  mofl 
unaccountably  nonfenfical — 'tis  at  leaft  a 
proof  of  good  fpirits,  which  is  a  fign  and 
token  given  me  in  thefe  latter  days,  that 
I  muft  take  up  again  the  pen  -  In  faith, 
I  think  I  mail  die  with  it  in  my  hand,  but 
I  (hall  live  thefe  ten  years,  my  Antony, 
notwithstanding  the  fears  of  my  wife, 
whom  I  left  moft  melancholy  on  that 
account.  This  is  a  delicious  part  of  the 
world ;  moft  celeftial  weather,  and  we  lie 
all  day,  without  damps,  upon  the  grafs 
— and  that  is  the  whole  of  it,  except 
the  inner  man  (for  her  ladyfhip  is  not 
ftingy  of  her  wine)  is  infpired  twice  a 
day  with  the  beft  Burgundy  that  grows 
upon  the  montains  which  terminate  our 
lands  here. — Surely  you  will  not  have 
decamped  to  Crazy  Caftle  before  I 
reach  town — The  fummer  here  is  fet  in 
jn  good  earneft — 'tis  more  than  we  can 
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fay  for  Yorkfhire — I  hope  to  hear  a  good 
tale  of  your  alum-works — have  you  no 
other  works  in  hand  ?  I  do  not  •  expeft 
to  hear  from  you,  fo  God  profper  you  — 
and  all  your  undertakings. — I  am,  my 
dear  coufm, 

Moft  affectionately  yours, 

L.    STERNE. 

Remember  me  to  Mr.  G ,  Cardi- 
nal S ,  the  Col.  &c.  &c.  &c. 


LETTER    LXX. 
TO    MR.    FANCHAUD    AT    PARIS. 
DEAR  SIR,  York,  June  28,  1766. 

T  WROTE  laft  week  to  Mr.  Becket  to 
•*•  difcharge  the  balance  due  to  you — 
and  I  have  received  a  letter  from  him, 
telling  me,  that  if  you  will  draw  upon 
him  for  one  hundred  and  fixty  poundsa 
he  will  punctually  pay  it  to  your  order — 
fo  fend  the  draughts  when  you  pleafe.— - 
Mrs.  Sterne  writes  me  word,  me  wants 
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fifty  pounds — which  I  defire  you  will  let 
her  have. — I  will  take  care  to  remit  it  to 
your  correfpondent — I  have  fuch  an  en- 
tire confidence  in  my  wife,  that  me 
fpends  as  little  as  (he  can,  though  (he 
is  confined  to  no  particular  fum — her 
expences  will  not  exceed  three  hundred 
pounds  a  year,  unlefs  by  ill  health,  or  a 
journey — and  I  am  very  willing  {he 
mould  have  it — and  you  may  rely,  in 
cafe  it  ever  happens  that  (he  mould  draw 
for  fifty  or  a  hundred  pounds  extraordi- 
nary, that  it  and  every  demand  mail  be 
punctually  paid — and  with  proper  thanks ; 
and  for  this  the  whole  Shandean  family 
are  ready  to  fland  fecurity. — 'Tis  im- 
poflible  to  tell  you  how  forry  I  was  that 
my  affairs  hurried  me  fo  quick  through 
Paris,  as  to  deprive  me  of  feeing  my  old 
friend  Mr.  Foley,  and  of  the  pleafure  I 
propofed  in  being  made  known  to  his 
better  half — but  I  have  a  probability  of 
feeing  him  this  winter. — Adieu,  dear  Sir, 
and  believe  me 

Moft  cordially  yours, 

L.  STERNE. 
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P.  S.  Mrs.  Sterne  is  going  to  Chalons, 
but  your  letter  will  find  her,  I  believe,  at 
Avignon — She  is  very  poorly — and  my 
daughter  writes  to  me,  with  fad  grief  of 
jieart,  that  me  is  worfe. 


LETTER    LXXI. 
TO  MR.  S. 


O 


PEAR   SIR,  Coxwould,  July  23,  1766. 

NE  might  be  led  to  think  that  there 
is  a  fatality  regarding  us — we  make 
appointments  to  meet,  and  for  thefe  two 
years  have  not  feen  each  other's  face  but 
twice — we  muft  try,  and  do  better  for 
the  future — Having  fought  you  with 
more  zeal,  than  C  . . , .  fought  the  Lord, 
in  order  to  deliver  you  the  books  you 
bade  me  pur  chafe  for  you  at  Paris — I 
was  forced  to  pay  carriage  for  them  from 
London  down  to  York — but  as  I  fliali 
neither  charge  you  the  books  nor  the 
carriage — 'tis  not  worth  talking  about, 
—Never  man,  my  dear  Sir,  has  had  a 
more  agreeable  tour  than  your  Yorick — 
and  at  prefeiit  I  am  in  my  peaceful  re- 
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treat,  writing  the  ninth  volume  *  of 
Triftram — I  fhall  publifh  but  one  this 
year,  and  the  next  I  fhall  begin  a  new 
work  of  four  volumes,  which  when 
finifhed,  I  fhall  continue  Triftram  with 
frefh  fpirit.  What  a  difference  of  fcene 
here  ?  But,  with  a  difpofition  to  be  hap- 
py 'tis  neither  this  place  nor  t'other, 
that  renders  us  the  reverfe. — In  fhort, 
each  man's  happinefs  depends  upon  him- 
felf — he  is  a  fool  if  he  does  not  enjoy 
it. 

What   are   you   about,    dear    S -? 

Give  me  fome  account  of  your  pleafures 
— you  had  better  come  to  me  for  a  fort- 
night, and  I  will  mew,  or  give  you  (if 
needful),  a  practical  dofe  of  my  philo- 
fophy  j  but  I  hope  you  do  not  want  it — 
if  you  did — 'twould  be  the  office  of  a 
friend  to  give  it — Will  not  even  our 
races  tempt  you?  You  fee  I  ufe  all  ar- 
guments— Believe  me  yours  mofl  truly, 

JLAURENCE    STERNE. 
*  Alluding  to  the  firfl  edition. 
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LETTER    LXXII. 

TO    MR.  PANCHAUD,    AT    PARIS. 

Coxvvould,  September  21,  1766. 

MY    DEAR    FRIEND, 

*r  F  Mrs.  Sterne  fhould  draw  upon  you 
•^  for  fifty  louis  d'ors,  be  fo  kind  as  to 
remit  her  the  money — and  pray  be  fo 
good  as  not  to  draw  upon  Mr.  Becket 
for  it  (as  he  owes  me  nothing),  but  fa- 
vour me  with  the  draught,  which  I  will 
pay  to  Mr.  Selwin. A  young  noble- 
man is  now  negociating  a  jaunt  with  me 
for  fix  weeks,  about  Chriftmas,  to  the 
Fauxbourg  de  St.  Germain — I  fhould 
like  much  to  be  with  you  for  fo  long — 
and  if  my  wife  fhould  grow  worfe  (hav- 
ing had  a  very  poor  account  of  her  in 
my  daughter's  laft),  I  cannot  think  of 
her  being  without  me — and  however  ex- 
penfive  the  journey  would  be,  I  would 
fly  to  Avignon  to  ad  ninifter  confolation 
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to  both  her  and  my  poor  girl  — Where- 
ever  I  am,  believe  me,  dear  Sir, 
Yours, 

L.    STERNE. 

My  kind  compliments  to  Mr.  Foley: 
though  I  have  not  the  honour  of  know- 
ing his  rib,  I  fee  no  reafon  why  I  may 
not  prefent  all  due  refpeds  to  the  better 
half  of  fo  old  a  friend,  which  I  do  by 
thefe  prelents-^-with  my  friendliefl  wifhes 
to  Mifs  P. 


LETTER     LXXIII. 
TO    MR.    FOLEY    AT    PARIS. 

Coxwould,  Oftobcr  25,  1766. 

MY    DEAR    FOLEY, 

y  DESIRED  you  would  be  fo  good  as  to 
•*•  remit  to  Mrs.  Sterne  fifty  louis,  a 
month  ago — I  dare  fay  you  have  done  it 
— but  her  illnefs  muft  have  coft  her  a 
good  deal — therefore  having  paid  the 
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laft  fifty  pounds  into  Mr.  Selwin's  hands, 
I  beg  you  to  fend  her  thirty  guineas 
more — for  which  I  fend  a  bank  bill  to 
Mr.  Becket  by  this  poft — but  furely  had 
I  not  done  fo,  you  would  not  flick  at  it 
—  for  be  allured,  my  dear  Foley,  that 
the  Firft  Lord  of  the  Treafury  is  neither 
more  able  or  more  willing  (nor  perhaps 
half  fo  punctual)  in  repaying  with  ho- 
nour all  I  ever  can  be  in  your  books. — 
My  daughter  fays  her  mother  is  very  ill 
— and  I  fear  going  faft  down  by  all  ac- 
counts— 'tis  melancholy  in  her  fituation 
to  want  any  aid  that  is  in  my  power  to 
give  — do  write  to  her — and  believe  me, 
with  all  compliments  to  your  Hotel, 

Yours  very  truly, 

L.  STERNE* 
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LETTER     LXXIV. 

TO    MR.  PANCHAUD. 
DEAR  SIR,  York,  November  25,  1766". 

|  JUST  received  yours — and  am  glad 
that  the  balance  of  accounts  is  now 
paid  to  you — Thus  far  all  goes  well — I 
have  received  a  letter  from  my  daughter 
with  the  pleafmg  tidings  that  me  thinks 
her  mother  out  of  danger — and  that  the 
air  of  the  country  is  delightful  (except- 
ing the  winds) ;  but  the  defcription  of 
the  Chateau  my  wife  has  hired  is  really 
pretty — on  the  fide  of  the  Fountain  of 
Vauclufe — with  feven  rooms  of  a  floor, 
half  furnimed  with  tapeflry,  half  with 
blue  taffety,  the  permifiion  to  fifli,  and 
to  have  game ;  fo  many  partridges  a 
week,  &c. ;  and  the  price — guefs  !  fix- 
teen  guineas  a  year — there's  for  you,  P. 
About  the  latter  end  of  next  month,  my 
wife  will  have  occafion  for  a  hundred 
guineas — and  pray  be  fo  good,  my  dear 
VOL.  ix.  o 
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Sir,  as  to  give  orders  that  fhe  may  not 
be  difappointed — fhe  is  going  to  fpend 
the  Carnival  at  Marfeilles  at  Chriftmas 
— I  fhall  be  in  London  by  Chriftmas 
week,  and  then  fhall  balance  this  remit- 
tance to  Mrs.  S.  with  Mr.  S .  I  am 

going  to  lie-in  of  another  child  of  the 
Shandaick  procreation,  in  town — I  hope 

you  wifh  me   a   fafe   delivery 1  fear 

my  friend  Mr.  F.  will  have  left  town 
before  I  get  there — Adieu,  dear  Sir — I 
wifh  you  every  thing  in  this  world  which 
will  do  you  good,  for  I  am  with  un- 
feigned truth, 

Yours, 

L.   STERNE. 

Make  my  compliments  acceptable  to  the 
good  and  worthy  Baron  d'Holbach — Mifs 
P.  &c*  &c. 
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LETTER    LXXV. 
FROM  IGNATIUS  SANCHO,  TO  MR.  STERNE. 

REVEREND  SIR,  [1766.3- 

TT  would  be  an  Infult  on  your  huma- 
nity, (or  perhaps  look  like  it,)  to 
apologize  for  the  liberty  I  am  taking 
— I  am  one  of  thofe  people  whom  the 
vulgar  and  illiberal  call  negroes. — The 
firft  part  of  my  life  was  rather  unlucky, 
as  I  was  placed  in  a  family  who  judged 
ignorance  the  beft  and  only  fecurity  for 
obedience. — A  little  reading  and  writ- 
ing I  got  by  unwearied  application.— 
The  latter  part  of  my  life  has  been, 
thro'  God's  blefiing,  truly  fortunate  — 
having  fpent  it  in  the  fervice  of  one 
of  the  beft  and  greateft  families  in 
the  kingdom  —  my  chief  pleafure 
has  been  books — Philanthropy  I  adore 
— How  very  much,  good  Sir,  am  I 
(amongft  millions)  indebted  to  you  for 
the  character  of  your  amiable  Uncle 
o  2 


i96  LETTERS. 

Toby! — I  declare-  I  would  walk  ten 
miles  in  the  dog-days,  to  make  hands 
with  the  honeft  Corporal. — Your  fer- 
mons  have  touched  me  to  the  heart, 
and  I  hope  have  amended  it,  which 
brings  me  to  the  point — In  your  tenth 
difcourfe  *,  is  this  very  affecling  paf- 
fage — "  Confider  how  great  a  part  of  our 
fpecies  in  all  ages  down  to  this — have 
been  trod  under  the  feet  of  cruel  and 
capricious  tyrants,  who  would  neither 
hear  their  cries,  nor  pity  their  diftrefles. 
— Confider  flavery — what  it  is— how 
bitter  a  draught — and  how  many  ..mil- 
lions are  made  to  drink  of  it." — Of  all 
my  favourite  authors,  not  one  has  drawn 
a  tear  in  favour  of  my  miferable  black- 
brethren — excepting  yourfelf,  and  the 
humane  author  of  Sir  Geo.  Ellifon. — 
I  think  you  will  forgive  me  j  I  am 
fure  you  will  applaud  me  for  be- 
feeching  you  to  give  one  half-hour's 
attention  to  flavery,  as  it  is  this  day 
praftifed  in  our  Weft  Indies. — That 

*  See  Vol.  VI.  of  tbis  edition,  p.  202. 
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fubjeft  handled  in  your  flriking  manner 
would  eafe  the  yoke  (perhaps)  of  many 
—but  if  only  of  one — gracious  God ! 
what  a  feaft  to  a  benevolent  heart !  and 
fure  I  am,  you  are  an  epicurean  in 
acT:s  of  charity. — You  who  are  univer- 
fally  read,  and  as  univerfally  admired—- 
you could  not  fail. — Dear  Sir,  think  in 
me  you  behold  the  uplifted  hands  of 
thoufands  of  my  brother  -Moors.  Grief 
(you  pathetically  obferve)  is  eloquent : 
figure  to  yourfelf  their  attitudes ;  hear 
their  fupplicating  addrefles  ! — alas !  you 
cannot  refufe. — Humanity  muft  comply 
— in  which  hope  I  beg  permiffion  to  fub- 
fcribe  myfelf, 

Reverend  Sir,  &c. 

LS. 
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LETTER    LXXVI. 

FROM  MR.  STERNE,  TO  IGNATIUS  SANCHQ, 
Coxwould,  July  27,  1766. 

nrHERE  is  a  ftrange  coincidence, 
Sancho,  in  the  little  events  (as  well 
as  in  the  great  ones)  of  this  world: 
for  I  had  been  writing  a  tender  tale  of 
the  forrows  of  a  friendlefs  poor  negro- 
girl,  and  my  eyes  had  fcarce  done 
fmarting  with  it,  when  your  letter  of 
recommendation,  in  behalf  of  fo  many 
of  her  brethren  and  fillers,  came  to 
rne — but  why  her  brethren?  or  yours, 
Sancho !  any  more  than  mine  ?  It  is  by 
the  fined  tints,  and  mod  infenfible  gra- 
dations, that  nature  defcends  from  the 
fairefl  face  about  St.  James's,  to  the 
footieft  complexion  in  Africa: — at  which 
tint  of  thefe  is  it,  that  the  ties  of  blood 
are  to  ceafe  ?  and  how  many  fhades 
irmft  we  defcend  lower  flill  in  the  fcale, 
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ere  mercy  is   to  vanifh  with  them?  But 
'tis  no  uncommon  thing,   my  good  San- 
cho,    for  one  half  of  the  world  to  ufe 
the   other   half  of    it   like    brutes,     and 
then   endeavour   to    make   'em   fo. — For 
my   own    part,    I   never   look   weftivard 
(when  I  am  in  a  penfive  mood  at  leaft) 
but  I  think  of  the  burthens  which  our 
brothers    and    fitters    are    there   carrying, 
and   could   I    eafe    their   moulders    from 
one   ounce    of  them,   I  declare  1  would 
fet  out  this  hour  upon  a  pilgrimage  to 
Mecca    for    their    fakes— which    by    the 
bye,   Sancho,   exceeds  your  walk  of  ten 
miles     in     about    the     fame    proportion 
that   a  vifit   of  humanity  mould  one  of 
mere    form. — However,    if    you    meant 
my  Uncle  Toby,   more  he  is  your  debtor. 
— If  I  can  weave  the  tale  I  have  wrote 
into  the   work   I  am  about — 'tis  at  the 
fcrvice    of    the    afflifted — and    a    much 
greater  matter;    for  in  ferious  truth,   it 
cafts  a  fad  made  upon  the   world,   that 
fo  great  a  part  of  it  are,  and  have  been 
fo   long    bound    in   chains   of   darknefs, 
and  in  chains  of  mifery  j    and  I  cannot 
04 
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but  both  refpeft  and  felicitate  you,  that 
by  fo  much  laudable  diligence  you  have 
broke  the  one — and  that  by  falling  into 
the  hands  of  fo  good  and  merciful  a 
family,  Providence  has  refcued  you  from 
the  other. 

And  fo,  good-hearted  Sancho,  adieu  ! 
and  believe  me  I  will  not  forget  your 
letter. 

Yours, 

L.  STERNE. 


LETTER    LXXVII. 

TO  MR.   W. 

Coxwould,  December  20,   1766. 

my  dear  W.,  for  your  let- 
*  ter. — I  am  jufl  preparing  to  come 
and  greet  you  and  many  other  friends  in 
town — I  have  drained  my  ink-flandifh  to 
the  bottom,  and  after  I  have  publifhed, 
lhall  fet  my  face,  not  towards  Jerufalem, 
but  towards  the  Alps— I  find  I  muft 
once  more  fly  from  death  whilft  I  have 
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(Irength— I  fhall  go  to  Naples,  and  fee 
whether  the  air  of  that  place  will  not  fet 
this  poor  frame  to  rights — As  to  the  pro- 
ject of  getting  a  bear  to  lead,  I  think  I 
have  enough  to  do  to  govern  myfelf — 
and  however  profitable  it  might  be  (ac- 
cording to  your  opinion),  I  am  fure  it 
would  be  unpleafureable — Few  are  the 
minutes  of  life,  and  I  do  not  think  that 
I  have  any  to  throw  away  on  any  one  be- 
ing.  1  ftiall  fpend  nine  or  ten  months 

in  Italy,  and  call  upon  my  wife  and 
daughter  in  France  at  my  return — fo 
fhall  be  back  by  the  King's  birth-day 
— what  a  pro] eel: ! — and  now,  my  dear 
friend,  am  I  going  to  York,  not  for  the 
fake  of  fociety  — nor  to  walk  by  the  fide 
of  the  muddy  Oufe,  but  to  recruit  my- 
felf of  the  mod  violent  fpitting  of  blood 
that  ever  mortal  man  experienced  ;  be- 
caufe  I  had  rather  (in  cafe  'tis  ordained 
fo)  die  there,  than  in  a  poft-chaife  on 
the  road — If  the  armour  of  my  uncle 
Toby  do  not  pleafe  you,  I  am  miftaken 
—and  fo  with  a  droll  ftory  I  will  finim 
this  letter — A  fenfible  friend  of  mine, 
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with  whom,  not  long  ago,  I  fpent  fome 
hours  in  converfation,  met  an  apothe- 
cary (an  acquaintance  of  ours)— the 
latter  afked  him  how  he  did  ?  why,  ill, 
very  ill — I  have  been  with  Sterne,  who  has 
given  me  fuch  a  dofe  of  Attic  fait  that 
I  am  in  a  fever — Attic  fait,  Sir,  j\ttic 
fait !  I  have  Glauber  fair, — I  have 
Epfom  fait  in  my  mop,  &c. — Oh  !  I 
fuppofe  'tis  fome  French  fait — I  wonder 
you  would  truft  his  report  of  the  me- 
dicine, he  cares  not  what  he  takes  him- 
felf — I  fancy  I  fee  you  fmile — I  long  to 
be  able  to  be  in  London,  and  embrace 
my  friends  there — and  (hall  enjoy  my- 
fclf  a  week  or  ten  days  at  Paris  with 
my  friends,  particularly  the  Baron 
d'Holbach,  and  the  reft  of  the  joyous 
fett. — As  to  the  females — no,  I  will  not 
fay  a  word  about  them — only  I  hate 
borrowed  characters  taken  up  (as  a 
woman  does  her  fhift)  for  the  purpofe 
ihe  intends  to  effectuate.  Adieu,  adieu 
— I  am  yours  whilil 

L.   STERNF. 
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LETTER    LXXVIII. 

TO  MR.  PANCHAUD,    AT  PARIS. 
DEAR  p.  London,  February  13,   1767, 

T  PAID  yefterday  (by  Mr.  Becket)  a 
hundred  guineas,  or  pounds,  I  forget 
\vhich,  to  Mr.  Selwin — But  you  muft 
remit  to  Mrs.  Sterne  at  Marfeilles  a 
hundred  louis  before  me  leaves  that 
place  which  will  be  in  lefs  than  three 
weeks.  Have  you  got  the  ninth  volume 
of  Shandy  *  ?— it  is  liked  the  befl  of  all 
here. — I  am  going  to  publifh  a  Senti- 
mental Journey  through  France  and  Italy 
—the  undertaking  is  protected  and 
highly  encouraged  by  all  our  noblefle— 
'tis  fubfcribed  for,  at  a  great  rate  — 
'twill  be  an  original — in  large  quarto  — 
the  fubfcription  half  a  guinea  — If  you 
can  procure  me  the  honour  of  a  few 
names  of  men  of  fcience,  or  fafhion, 
I  (hall  thank  you — they  will  appear  in 
good  company,  as  all  the  nobility  here 

*  Alluding  to  the  tirft  edition. 
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almoft  have  honoured  me  with  their 
names. — My  kindeft  remembrance  to 
Mr.  Foley — refpe&s  to  Baron  d' Hoi- 
bach,  and  believe  me  ever  ever  yours, 

JL.    STERNE. 

LETTER    LXXIX. 

TO    MISS    STERNE. 


Old  Bond-ftreet,  February  23,  1767. 
AND  fo,  my  Lydia !  thy  mother  and 
thyfelf  are  returning  back  again 
from  Marfeilles  to  the  banks  of  the 
Sorgue — and  there  thou  wilt  fit  and 
fifh  for  trouts — I  envy  you  the  fweet 
fituation. — Petrarch's  tomb  I  mould 
like  to  pay  a  fentimental  vifit  to— 
the  Fountain  of  Vauclufe,  by  thy  de- 
fcription,  muft  be  delightful — I  am  alfo 
much  pleafed  with  the  account  you 
give  me  of  the  Abbe  de  Sade — you 
find  great  comfort  in  fuch  a  neigh- 
bour— I  am  glad  he  is  fo  good  as  to 
correct  thy  tranflation  of  my  Sermons 

'5 
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— dear  girl,  go  on,  and  make  me  a  pre- 
fent  of  thy  work — but  why  not  the 
Houfe  of  Mourning  ?  'tis  one  of  the 
beft.  I  long  to  receive  the  life  of 
Petrarch,  and  his  Laura,  by  your 
Abbe  ;  but  I  am  out  of  all  patience 
with  the  anfwer  the  Marquis  made  the 
Abbe — 'twas  truly  coarfe,  and  I  won- 
der he  bore  it  with  any  chriftian  pa- 
tience— But  to  the  fubjecT:  of  your 
letter — I  do  not  wifh  to  know  who 
was  the  bufy  fool,  who  made  your 
mother  uneafy  about  Mrs.  •••  'tis 

true  I  have  a  friendmip  for  her,  but 
not  to  infatuation — I  believe  I  have 
judgment  enough  to  difcern  hers,  and 
every  woman's  faults.  I  honour  thy 
mother  for  her  anfwer — "  that  me 
wimed  not  to  be  informed,  and  beg- 
ged him  to  drop  the  fubjecl:." — Why 
do  you  fay  that  your  mother  wants 
money  ? — whilft  I  have  a  milling,  mall 
you  not  both  have  nine-pence  out  of 
it.  ?  — I  think,  if  I  have  my  enjoyments, 
I  ought  not  to  grudge  you  yours.— 
I  mail  not  begin  my  Sentimental  Jour- 
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ney  till  I  get  to  Coxwould— I  have 
laid  a  plan  for  fomething  new,  quite 
out  of  the  beaten  track.— I  wifh  I  had 
you  with  me — and  I  would  introduce 
you  to  one  of  the  mod  amiable  and 
gentleft  of  beings,  whom  I  have  juft 

been   with — not    Mrs. ,     but    a 

Mrs.  J.  the  wife  of  as  worthy  a 
man  as  I  ever  met  with — I  efteem  them 
both.  He  pofiefles  every  manly  virtue 
•—honour  and  bravery  are  his  charac- 
teriftics,  which  have  diftinguifhed  him 
nobly  in  feveral  inftances — I  mall  make 
you  better  acquainted  with  his  charac- 
ter, by  fending  Orme's  Hiftory,  with 
the  books  you  defired — and  it  is  well 
worth  your  reading ;  for  Orme  is  an 
elegant  writer,  and  a  juft  one ;  he  pays  no 
man  a  compliment  at  the  expence 

of  truth. — Mrs.    J is     kind, — and 

friendly — of  a  fentimental  turn  of  mind 
— and  fo  fweet  a  difpofition,  that  me 
is  too  good  for  the  world  fhe  lives  in 
—Juft  GOD  !  if  all  were  like  her,  what 
a  life  would  this  be ! — Heaven,  my 
Lydia,  for  fome  wife  purpofe  has  ere- 
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ated  different  beings— I  wifh  my  dear 
child  knew  her — thou  art  worthy  of 
her  friendship,  and  (he  already  loves 
thee ;  for  I  fometimes  tell  her  what  I 
feel  for  thee. — This  is  a  long  letter — 
write  foon,  and  never  let  your  letters 
be  fludied  ones — write  naturally,  and 
then  you  will  write  well. — I  hope  your 
mother  has  got  quite  well  of  her  ague 
• — I  have  fent  her  fome  of  Huxham's 
tin&ure  of  the  bark. — I  will  order  you 
a  guittar,  fmce  the  other  is  broke.  Be- 
lieve me,  My  Lydia,  that  I  am  yours 
afiedionately, 

L.    STERNE. 


LETTER    LXXX. 

TO  MR.  PANCHAUD,    AT  PARIS. 
DEAR  SIR,  London,  February  27,  1767. 

Tt/r  Y  daughter   begs    a   prefent   of  me, 

and    you    muft   know   I  can   deny 

her   nothing — It    muft    be    ftrung    with 

cat-gut,   and  of   five  chords— yfc  hiama 
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in  Italiano  la  chitera  di  cinque  corde— 
me  cannot  get  fuch  a  thing  at  Mar- 
feilles— at  Paris  one  may  have  every 
thing — Will  you  be  fo  good  to  my 
girl  as  to  make  her  happy  in  this  af- 
fair, by  getting  fome  mufical  body  to 
buy  one,  and  fend  it  her  to  Avignon 
directed  to  Monfieur  Tefte  ? — I  wrote 
laft  week  to  defire  you  would  remit 
Mrs.  S.  a  hundred  louis — 'twill  be  all, 
except  the  guittar,  I  mall  owe  you — 
fend  me  your  account,  and  I  will  pay 
Mr.  Selwin — direct  to  me  at  Mr.  Bec- 
ket's— all  kind  refpeds  to  my  friend  Mr. 
F.  and  your  fifter. 

Yours  cordially, 

L.    STERNE. 
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